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For those with taste and the money to indulge it—the Alfa Romeo 
Giulia S.S. Here's a 2-seater coupe of immense distinction... with the 
kind of acceleration and road-holding you expect from an Alfa... 
with a 1570 cc, 129 bhp engine and a top speed of over 125 mph... 
with twin choke carbs, disc brakes, 5 forward gears, a wrap-around 
screen and a body shape that says, clearly, | 
‘Bertone’. Expensive? Of course it is! What £) ALFA ROMEO 
else would you expect a hand-built Alfa to be? 


Hand built....and decidedly expensive 


The Alfa Romeo Giulia S.S. will cost you £2394.1.3. incl. PT. To arrange a test drive with your nearest dealer, 
get in touch with Alfa Romeo (G.B.) Ltd., 164, Sloane Street, London, S.W.1. Telephone: BELgravia 7746/7/8. 
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сар ай he: 
and other fabulous females. 
In detail. In colour. In action. Giving 
007 trouble (you call that trouble?). In 
the shops now. In line, boys! 
James Bond in the incredible world 
of Thunderball and his Thunderbirds. 
A Corgi 007 distributed by Transworld 
Circulation at 35 ба. x 
Wherever books are sold. 


Or send a four shilling postal order with your name and address to: Department P, Transworld Publishers Ltd., Bashley Road, London N.W.10 
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PLUS ONE YEAR'S FREE 
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Now you can belong to over 200 leading Town and Country Clubs for only 6 gns. a year by joining the 
CLUBMAN’S CLUB (incorporating L.V.C.) plus you will receive one year’s free subscription to PENTHOUSE in 
this special introductory offer. Membership lists are open, so apply now!!! 
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Casino de Paris Institute of Contemporary Art Presscala Town House 
Chalet Suisse Islet Town Quents Trojan 
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Sunderland, Tewkesbury, Torquay, Usk, Wakefield, Walsall, 
Weston-super-Mare, Whitley Bay, Widnes, Woking and Woking- 
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Talbot and Swansea. Also in Eire, Dublin. 
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Green (30-93-50) the sum of £6 now, and thereafter on the same date each year, 
being my annual subscription to THE CLUBMAN’S CLUB. 
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Order as this is an enormous help in reducing administrative costs. 
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АГАМ HULL WALTON H. E. BATES 


Decorating this month’s centrefold with 
adjoining pages and cover to match is 
sensually fetching British born, French 
educated and American naturalized Gerrie 
Adler—an irrepressible nymphette whose 
vexatious child-woman features are reminis- 
cent of early Bardot. Gerrie’s ascension to 
PET OF THE MONTH marks her first time in 
print and (we predict) the beginning of a 
fast-rising career. Gerrie is a bird worth 
watching in more ways than one. 

Alan Hull Walton digresses slightly in the 
first of this month’s leading articles to per- 
form a pre-frontal lobotomy on the much 
abused subject of Homosexuality. His treat- 
ment is as delicate, knowing and compassion- 
ate as a surgeon's surest stroke. His instru- 
ments are wisdom and tolerance and the 
success of this—as in all operations on the 
social conscience—is a wound best healed by 
time. 

The word “erotic” is ambiguous. In 
Japan, however, it refers to love, a love 
which is inseparable from sex. There is no 
sense of sin, none of the complexes, repress- 
ions or inhibitions which have undermined 
the equanimity of western thought. In 
Shunga, the second of our leading articles, 
Dr Charles Grosbois, former director of the 
French/Japanese Institute at Kyoto, describes 


the sense and the legend behind the erotic : 


CAROLINE SMITH 


elements in Japanese art. The magnificent 
illustrations included in this series have been 
selected as representative of the most power- 
ful and historically significant art treasures 
in modern Japan. 

On the lighter though no less humanist 
side, Alan Sherman provides comic grist for 
the philosopher’s mill in this month's 
Penthouse Interview. Norman Thaddeus 
Vane tossed the questions and Sherman, 
upholding the comedian's traditional pen- 
chant for objectivity and truth, emerges as a 
profound and sensitive observer of the 
passing parade. 

The Penthouse Forum, designed to promote 
an exchange of ideas on topics of general 
interest to the PENTHOUSE reader, has 
acquired much of the belligerent bustle of 
its ancient Roman predecessor. Corporal 
Punishment (of the domestic discipline 
variety)—is the topic which has produced 
over 4,000 letters to date—an enigmatic 
tribute to Anglo-Anatomic relations and a 
pain in many a British buttock. Modesty 
apart, the Forum provides a singularly out- 
standing example of intelligent freedom of 
expression within the popular British press. 

From one form of punishment to another, 
The Self-Made Cuckold, is a Rabelaisian 
tale of morality and self-destruction. In a 
rare moment of virtue, however, the Marquis 


ALAN SHERMAN 


De Sade contrives a genuine rose among the 
thorns. 

A Dream Of Fair Women by Н. E. Bates 
is another delicate venture into the illusory 
world of loveandromance. Bates’ somnambu- 
lant hero is a Walter Mitty with lust in his 
eyes and tears in his heart. Caroline Smith, 
the pert, pretty and decidedly Pop-Art 
member of the ASTROP/HILL group of 
designers provided the illustration for 
“Dream” while boss/colleague John Astrop 
alphabetized and illustrated the Dolly World 
on pages 26 and 27. 

For art of another sort culinary master 
Nicolas Rieba discourses with palate in 
cheek on the Imperial Standard of Italian 
cooking in England. He separates the pasta 
from the paisano and points the Latin way 
to the very best that London offers. 

Continuing this month’s festive fare are 
ample servings of Satire: Cash On Delivery, 
a sick commentary on de-socialised medicine; 
Humour: Jonathan Clement’s, The Lion 
That Had B.O., a fable for our time in 
smell-o-vision; Fashion: The Shaggy Look 
for men who want to wear knee-length 
hair; Penthouse People; Ribald Rimes, 
Cartoons and three exciting new Pets to 
whet the appetite all over again. 
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VIEW FROM THE TOP 


Parentomania 


Several weeks ago, while going through some 
back issues of the Sunday Times we came 
across the following: 

The Swedish Government has disregarded 
a recommendation by the Governor’s office in 
Stockholm and is allowing a man of 26 to 
marry his mother-in-law, who is 40. He has 
divorced her daughter and been given custody 
of their child. Now his mother-in-law is 
pregnant. 

Because of the emotional conflicts that 
might arise from the strange relationship if 
the child were brought up by her father after 
he had married her grandmother, the 
Governor’s office recommended rejection of 
the man’s request. —B.U.P. 

We checked the story with a Swedish 
Government official based in London and 
asked him if he could throw any light on the 
Governor’s desire to curtail the wedding. 

“Well,” he said, “the Governor is worried 
about the paper work. 

That alone would undermine the con- 
fidence of our people. Imagine trying to 
record the consequences of such a marriage. 
The young man’s first wife, if he actually 
marries his mother-in-law, will legally be- 
come his own step-daughter. Now if his 
first wife, is, in reality, his step-daughter, 
then the child they have in common may 
still be a son to him, but it becomes a half- 
brother to its own mother. That is, of 
course, because, technically, the mother and 
her son have the same father in common.” 

We began to see the Governor’s point. 

“Now, if his son,” he continued, “is his 
first wife’s half-brother, then logically his 
own son becomes his brother-in-law as 
well.” 

We shuddered at the paper work. 

“But that’s only the beginning,” he said. 
“If this young man marries his son’s grand- 
mother, who is now the young man’s mother- 


in-law, then, in the legal sense, he becomes a 
grandfather to his own son.” 

“But I thought you said his son was really 
his brother-in-law?” 

“Precisely!” he said. “And so he is.” 

“In other words,” we said, “the man is 
both a brother-in-law as well as a grand- 
father to his own son?” 

“Exactly,” he said. “But, technically, if 
he is married to the grandmother of his 
brother-in-law, he then becomes his brother- 
in-law’s grandfather, meaning that his first 
wife, who is his brother-in-law’s half-sister, 
becomes his step-granddaughter through 
marriage. Now his step-granddaughter has 
a son, which is in reality his son as well, but 
because she is now his step-granddaughter 
he becomes a great-great-grandfather once 
removed ... to his own son.” 

“But,” we said, “if he is his own son's 
great-great-grandfather, then he must be his 
own great-grandfather as well!” 

“Ah, уез,” he said, “but unfortunately it 
doesn't end there. We have the little matter 
of his second child to consider. 

His second child, being the child of the 
mother of his first wife, automatically 
becomes his first wife’s half-brother or half- 
sister. Now, that means that if his second 
child is the brother or sister of his first wife, 
then his first wife is legally his own half- 
daughter.” 

“Do you mean to say that if this young 
man actually marries his mother-in-law then 
it can be legally established that he was 
actually married to his own half-daughter?” 

“By all means,” he said. 

“Well, surely that solves the Governor’s 
problem?” we said. “He can threaten to 
arrest the man for being married to his own 
daughter if he goes through with the present 
marriage?” 

“Not quite,” he said. “The young man 
has a way out. We have already considered 
the possibility, but if the young man is clever 


he can sue the State for false arrest.” 

“How is that?” we said. 

“Very simple,” he said. “The young man 
can prove that he is only distantly related 
to himself, and then only through marriage.” 

“Only distantly related to himself!” we 
said. 

“Why, yes,” he said. “Shall I explain 
how...” 


That new Black Magic 


Charlie-Lyu Wulumu, a 19-year-old Aus- 
tralian aborigine, recently was hospitalized 
with one of the worst cases of mother-in- 
law trouble in history. Seriously paralysed, 
he was reportedly under a black magic spell 
of tribal women “singing him to death” at 
the instigation of his wife’s mother. 

That medical dispatch from Darwin, 
Australia, would have gone relatively un- 
noticed had it not been followed by several 
strangely similar occurrences in America. 

A man in Brooklyn checked into a city 
hospital complaining of severe stomach 


cramps. Before he lapsed into a coma, he 
muttered to one of the doctors: “My 
mother-in-law must be going nuts. She's 


doing imitations of Nelson Eddy singing 
‘Shortnin’ Bread’.” 

In the Midwest, meanwhile, a group of 
doctors assembled at a medical convention 
in Chicago heard a paper on the topic of 
“A Mysterious Melody Malady.” The paper 
created a sensation in noting that in each 
of the 23 cases reported, the victim was a 
husband who voiced two main complaints: 
a stomach-ache and mother-in-law trouble. 

The most unusual case reported to the 
convention was that of a young married 
man in Shrub, North Dakota. He told 
doctors that pain ensued directly after a 
group of Christmas carol singers serenaded 
his home. The incident particularly aroused 
his suspicion, said the husband, because it 
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was Eastertime and the carollers sang 
“Shortnin’ Bread.” г 

A noted authority on the culture of the 
Australian aborigines, who was consulted 
on the curious coincidences of the occur- 
rences in Australia and America, said that 
he could offer no help. However, the baffled 
anthropologist pointed out one linguistic 
coincidence that interested doctors. In the 
language of the aborigines, short means son, 
nin means in and braid means law. 

Doctors working on the “melody malady’ 
also admitted they were nonplussed by the 
epidemic. One doctor, however, revealed 
that he was advising patients of a preventa- 
tive remedy he has worked out. When any 
young husbands report to him that their 
mothers-in-law are humming strange melo- 
dies, the doctor advises them to break into 
song with the singing commercial for Alka 
Seltzer. 


The Egg And Who? 


“My budgie, a guaranteed cockbird, accord- 
ing to the breeder, went down the neck of 
my dress, settled down halfway down my 
anatomy and there laid an egg! A strange 
experience !”—Letter in Competitors Journal. 


Wait till it hatches. 


Eternal Triangle Revisited 


“My girl friend and Т were in love and were 
thinking about getting engaged. Then her 
father bought her a horse and she has not 
seemed the same since.” 

Letter in Woman's Mirror 


As a last resort, there's always the horse’s 
sister. 


Fashion Pointers 


“Two bikini-clad pump attendants at a cut- 
price petrol station at Hurtmore, near 
Godalming, Surrey, had to wear coats 
yesterday because of the cold. An official 
of European Petroleum, the company lead- 
ing the cut-price petrol war, said the girls 
would wear transparent plastic macs over 
their bikinis during winter. ”’— Daily Mail. 


Right, everybody down on their knees and 
pray for an Indian summer. 


Pawnshop On The Corner 


When Lady Luck kicks you on the shins, 
as she is wont to do from time to time; 
when the rentman beats hell out of your 
door and all God's chillun are cryin” for 
bread, then is the time to take your goods 
and chattels along to a hock-shop—that is, 
if you can find one. Nowadays it isn't so 
easy. For the life-saving “Uncles”—+the 
proprietors of these establishments—are, 
alas, a dying race, and their time-honoured 
profession is crumbling to dust in the 
shadows of the huge and soulless aluminium 
office buildings that are rearing their sullen 
heads over this once green and pleasant land. 
Eager that this quaint aspect of our culture 
should not go unrecorded, we dug deep in 
the back streets of London till we found a 
likely pawnshop. Its Uncle was a genial 
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one, and after being plied with some heart- 
warming rum let loose some fascinating 
anecdotes about his clients of old. 

For example, there was the young man 
who pawned 42 pairs of trousers over a 
short period of time. “Never a suit or a 
coat,” confided Uncle. “Just all those damn 
trousers. After a while I got suspicious and 
called the police. The young fella got 
locked up for quite a while.” 

“But what about the 42 pairs of—” 

“Oh, the young fella was an undertaker’s 
assistant. You know; they only show you 
from the waist up to your relatives. So he 
borrowed all the stiffs’ trousers. It figured.” 

This droll example of crookedness walked 
not alone in the annals of Uncle’s house. 
“People try to cheat me every day; you’ve 
no idea the rubbish that passes over this 
counter—watches and cameras without 
works, rings with doublet stones, that's solid 
glass with a thin layer of real diamond 
pasted on the top. And every violin that 
walks into this shop is a genuine Stradi- 
varius.” 

The unwritten law of the pawnshop world 
Is: if you can get it through the door, and 
it doesn't bite, hock it. 

“But people bring the damnedest things 
in to pledge,” said Uncle. “In the past year 
alone I’ve been offered 16 grand pianos, a 
genuine anaconda snakeskin that was fully 
50 feet long, several outboard motors, a pig, 
and more stag’s heads than I could possibly 
count. One old character pawned 20 pairs 
of wooden legs the same day. I still can’t 
figure out where he got them from.” 

Of course, pawnshops are mine host to a 
flood of folk in all kinds of emergencies: 
junkies who need money for a fix, musicians 
out on a gig and out of bread, distraught 
teenagers desiring gin-money to avoid the 
maternity ward. But Uncle's favourite 
character was a sailor who rolled into the 
shop, something drunk, and asked: “Do you 
hock anything here?” 

“Sure,” said Uncle. “If you can get it 
through the door, and it doesn't bite, you 
can hock it.” 

With a sigh of relief the sailor smacked 
down a thick wad of five-pound notes on 
the counter. “Then give me two quid on 
this, and hurry.” 

Bemused, Uncle counted the fivers, and 
made the total an even hundred, then slid 
two pounds and a pawn ticket across the 
counter. Finally curiosity got the better of 
him and he said “Why in hell's name are 
you hocking a hundred pounds?” 

“Well,” said the sailor. “Гуе got this bird 
in a pub around the corner, you know, a 
real blonde hustler. If she knows Гуе got 
all this cash on me she’ll roll me. So I 
figure it’s safer with you, safer than the Bank 
of England.” 

The sailor picked up his pawn ticket, 
smiled and went out. 

A couple of hours later the self-same 
blonde swayed into the shop with the pawn 
ticket and coolly collected the hundred 
pounds. 

Losers are born, not made. 


Street Cries Of Olde England 


“Police Constable Brian Hewitt said Stringer 
was standing on a seat chanting the “Mods” 
war cry. Stringer denied shouting the war 
cry and said he was quoting Shakespeare. 
He said: “The war cry is—“Ziggy-zaggy, 
ziggy-zaggy, oy, oy, oy!’—but I climbed on 
the seawall and said—“Friends, Romans, 
countrymen, lend me your ears’.” 

The Guardian 


Well, you get one heretic in every pack. 


Theatre 


The curtain of “Oh Dad, Poor Dad, 
Mamma’s Hung You In The Closet And 
I’m Feeling So Sad” (at the Piccadilly), 
finds Hermione Gingold on stage bellowing 
—“What's the meaning of this?” She may 
well ask. I’m not sure that it matters terribly, 
for “Dad” is a romp and a camp, and 
Hermione, after a long absence, is at her 
outrageous best. 

The play—if we can presume to call it 
that—is a thin, inoffensive slender piece of 
writing. It is the old mother-filial love story 
gone wrong. Momma travels the world over 
with Papa’s coffin trying to keep her muchly 
overprotected son from reality by filling his 
days with stamp and coin collections, 
telescopes and piranha fish that subsist 
wholly on Siamese cats. (But prefer kittens.) 

Mother spends her days abusing bell hops 
and her nights roaming around beaches 
kicking sand in the faces of lovers, her 
record being 28 couples in one night. Mean- 
while, back in the hotel, sonny is almost 
getting himself seduced by a lisping baby- 
sitter, but manages to throttle her just in 
time, while Dad, who was stuffed by a 
taxidermist years ago and is hanging in the 
closet, keeps falling out on top of the two 
kids trying to make it, which doesn’t overly 
much deter them. If this doesn’t make any 
sense, forget it, none of it does, but some of 
it is hilarious. The first act is pitifully thin 
and the second (and last) ridiculously padded. 
The only thing, if anything, that makes the 
night tolerable, are some cracking perform- 
ances by Murray Melvin as the emasculated 
son, and an American actress called Alix 
Elias as the baby-sitter who makes her child 
part a sort of demented Baby Snooks, as 
Fanny Brice used to play her. But it is dear, 
wonderful, Fan-tabulous Hermione that is 
the Star. Her performance is the end and 
the beginning, the middle and the sides of 
the whole evening. Without her the whole 
thing would be a dreadful drag. Sometimes 
the actors make the play seem better than it 
is, but it really ain’t, but Gingold is, so there! 


By Norman Thaddeus Vane 


The theatre is a large word and it exemplifies 
all the facets of Show Biz as well. In the 
belief that all women are лог created equal, 
we went in search of other aspects of the 
London entertainment scene. The world of 
strip is a haphazard hit-or-miss proposition. 
For example, for 10/- or 12/6 you can be 
enveigled or literally pulled into one of the 
sleazy cellars that have mushroomed like 


fungus all over the Soho landscape. You 
would be amazed at what goes on down there. 
It is a good’ unrelieved hour-and-a-half of 
absolute tedium. You can stay on and see 
the next show, for no extra price, too. 
In fact, the customers do, moving up a few 
seats every time someone closer to the front 
vacates. It’s a mad game. 
careful you can wind up getting a sweaty 
breast in the eye because there isn’t enough 
room in the whole place to swing a cat. 
These flea pits have different names, but the 
dolls are always the same, travelling on a 
precision schedule from hole to hole on this 
rather grim circuit. The girls seem to be 
either fat or skinny, never just right. Worst 
of all they are terribly bored and communi- 
cate it. There seems to be not a vestige of 
talent to be found the other side of the 
lights, but after all what does one expect 
Тог 10/-7 

Well, I don’t know what I expected, but 
I expected more. After 45 minutes’ worth 
I had to lunge toward the Soho lights 
gasping for breath. 

A couple of nights later we mustered up 
our courage to see what went on at the more 
expensive shows, like, say, the Casino de 
Paris, where the price is double and the 
clientele more demanding. It turned out to 
be a pleasant surprise. 

One is ushered into a rather gaudily 
furnished, but somehow luxurious dark little 
theatre that seats about 150 comfortably. 
You can proceed to juice up courage at 
nominal prices in between performances. 
The show changes every couple of months 
and the current version is called, modestly, 
“The Follies”? and will be swinging until 
December. The girls are fairly uniform 
mammal-wise, rather delicious in fact, and 
without question have dancing talent which 
was a refreshing breath of relief. A good 
deal of choreography by Ray Jackson and 
Eric Lindsay goes into the programme and 
they perform as well, but not as male 
strippers, rest easy. The star of the show is 
Kathy Keeton, a little versatile compactment 
of drive and energy. She is a beautiful animal 
to watch. Her big number “‘Caged Fury” 
has her as a left-handed tiger tamer doing a 
writhing primitive contortion over a cage 
with a male in it. I bet a lotta people in the 
audience would like to apply for that job, 
me first. 

The whole evening is done with taste and 
imagination. If this is your kick then this is 
the place for you in London. But for con- 
noisseurs only who would pay a bit more to 
avoid the scramble of the sleazy Soho jungle. 

We also took a look at the Embassy 
where the show is very colourful, rather 
expensive and not done with much imagina- 
tion. There are so many girls around that 
it’s hard to reach for a drink without 
knocking over a dyed blonde. It does, 
however, have a statuesque show girl called 
Amie MacDonald who looks like Carol 
Channing, but doesn’t sing or dance like her, 
unfortunately. It also has Davie Kaye, 
4 ft. 1 in. of old-time burlesque comedian. 
Don’t get involved in a battle of repartee 


If you’re not. 


with this comic because he is a specialist at 
cutting the customer down to his own size. 
He reels off bon mots like a Lenny Bruce 
record. The last time I saw him was at the 
Mermaid Theatre in “The Bishop’s Bonfire” 
where he gave the singularly most artless 
and hilarious performance in an O’Casey 
play that I have ever witnessed. I only wish 
we could see more of him as a serious actor 
in the West End. Underneath that pint-size 
comedian is a squeezed up Laurence Olivier 
trying to get out. 


Films 


The most sex-propelled Scandinavian novel 
in recent years is “I—A Woman” (Jeg-en 
kvinde) by Siv Holms, a crude outlandish 
account of one woman’s sexual aberrations. 
It had an extraordinary success and prompted 
her husband to record his side of their 
stormy marriage and divorce, called curi- 
ously enough “I—A Man,” which did not 
have the same success, but made him feel 
much better. ‘‘Jeg-en kvinde’’ has now been 
made into a Danish film and has created 
such a furore we decided to go up to Copen- 
hagen and have a look at it and see if it was 
just another Scandinavian hallucination. 

It stars a Swedish stage actress called Essy 
Persson and is a rather unsophisticated 
“Darling” type film. Siv gambols from 
mattress to mattress in her flight to emotional 
emptiness. The Danes are rather more visual 
about their sex encounters than we are, 
leaving not so much to the fade out or the 
imagination, but colour in the most intimate 
details. One long scene has Siv writhing and 
masturbating while her father plays the fiddle 
in the next room. The film’s saving grace is 
it’s photographic quality and it’s’ beautiful 
acting performances, especially that of Essy 
Persson. This young actress may very well 
be the new Greta Garbo, she not only has 
Garbo’s off-beat looks, but is deep in 
talent. Her performance is hypnotic. If the 
dialogue is heavy handed smorrebrod, her 
performance is subtle and light as Danish 
pie crust. If Hollywood doesn’t grab this 
Swedish actress before long, ГИ be much 
surprised. 

She is now making a Nordic James Bond 
called “Knock First.” Even the Danes are 
hot after Harry Saltzman’s blood. The 
young Swedish director, Mac Ahlberg is 
fast achieving a Bergman-type reputation in 
his own country. When this film comes to 
England, as it most assuredly will, I can’t 
imagine what the censor’s scissor will do to 
it. In this kind of film when you cut out the 
sexy bits, what the hell do you have left? 
Even the Compton Street flea pits won’t 
touch it. I hope some kind of sensible com- 
promise is achieved. 

“The Cincinnati Kid” is a Hustler of the stud 
poker circuit and Steve McQueen is the stud. 
Like all gamblers, women come last and the 
big win first. He doesn’t get it and will 
never be content with second best either. At 
the end of a long night and a long film the 
laurels are retained by the Man, in this case, 
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Edward G. Robinson, a wry old canny card 
shark from way back. 

McQueen would have won, mind you, 
except he prefers to lose with honour rather 
than with the help of a few of those bottom 
cards dealt by Karl Malden. This doesn’t 
happen in life, but only in American films, 
not French films or Italian films, but 
Hollywood films. All in all, it is beautifully 
photographed and acted. McQueen is at his 
winning best and Ann Margret, her win- 
some. 

It lacks the hard core non-compromising 
centre of ““The Hustler””, but it is good and 
meaty, and I do give it 150 per cent in the 
man’s appeal department. Now deal, 
Buddy, keep your hands on the table and 
no monkey shines ог ГЇЇ cut you three ways, 
long, deep and repeatedly. 


“Once А Thief” (MGM) is the kind of film 
that is written by an IBM computing machine 
and churned out in the Hollywood grist mill 
ad infinitum. This one deviates little from 
the formula and falls flat on its A-rating. 
It’s the old cock and bull story of the 
reformed gangster who tries to go straight 
but is tempted back to his wicked ways by 
big bad brother. It has Ann Margret in a 
kitchen full of morals and babies, all trying 
to keep Alain Delon from drifting back to 
the perils of his youth. Annie is a very 
sexy gal, but she had better stick to musicals 
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where nobody takes the morals seriously. 
Alain Delon has come a long way from home 
to play an Italian gangster speaking English 
with a French accent. How the hell can one 
believe he is Jack Palance’s brother, any- 
way, even giving MGM the benefit of the fact 
that they look so much alike. Oh, what a 
patch-work cross breed is international 
casting! 

Delon is, as ever, a brilliant and sensitive 
young actor, always cool to watch. It’s a 
great pity to waste so much of his young 
acting life on this kind of dribble and drivel. 
The effort to stick to exterior shooting 
instead of studio to enhance realism is 
always commendable, but then to dub the 
whole thing over only spells disaster. It all 
sounds like ventriloquism. The voices are 
flat and come from somewhere out in space 
completely disconnected from the actors’ 
performances. There are ghost voices 
recorded in a dubbing room and have very 
little to do with the feelings expressed 
visually. It’s impossible to expect actors to 
re-feel their performances long after the film 
is finished caged up in little boxes in a 
dubbing theatre. What the answer is, I don’t 
know. One expects it sometimes in Art 
films where the budgets are pathetic, or from 
the Italians, who seem to be the only ones 
who have captured this art, but from MGM? 
Let them spend an extra week on the film. 
Shame on them for penny pinching. Surely 
Alain Delon deserves better than that in his 
American début. I think ГЇЇ go out and see 
one of his old films again, like “Rocco And 
His Brothers” just to get the bad taste out 
of my mouth. 


Marlon Brando is still, barring none, the 
finest and most subtle actor in the world. 
End of classical and earth shattering state- 
ment. Put him together with Yul Brynner 
and you have the ingredients for a tremen- 
dous film. Such is “The Saboteur,” a 
war-time sea epic that really swells and swirls 
across the screen. It is the story of a German 
pacifist (Brando) who was blackmailed into 
espionage for the Allies aboard a German 
cargo carrier. His job is to keep the Captain 
(Brynner) from scuttling the ship and 
destroying the much-needed cargo of rubber. 

The direction of the film musters maxi- 
mum impact, and all the character bits are 
little gems, Trevor Howard is outstanding. 
But it is Brando who broods beatifically. 
His is a smouldering, intelligent, provocative 
hypnotic performance. He is the symbol of 
everything great in Stanislavsky’s Method 
that went into and came out of Actors 
Studio of New York. He is the “method” 
personified. And the rest of them, Dean, 
Newman, McQueen and Stieger are darlings, 
but there is only one Master. Much praise 
be heaped upon him. He has been away a 
long time and we have missed him. One 
often hears in England derogatory cracks 
about the Method and I think they are 
unjustified if not even a little bitchy. The 
question is, if better Brandos are to be built, 
will Britain build them? I have my doubts, 
but let’s wait and see. 
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Books 


Perhaps William Burroughs is destined to be 
a catalytic agent in the in-beat, nouvelle 
vague, semi-masturbatory literary bowel 
movement. He does have the curious 
facility of seeing everything through anal 
coloured glasses. In his novel, ‘The Naked 
Lunch” (John Calder), Burroughs is totally 
obsessed with that part of the male anatomy. 
He is both a self-confessed homo and 
junky, but he is much more than that, too. 
The book explores the nether world of the 
narcotic in its full gamut from the inner 
sanctum to the outer scrotum. It is an 
indigestible lunch and not recommended for 
the squeamish. It is not just queer, it is 
weird. It is a fable steeped in the 20th 
century mythology of the addict. He suffers 
the wild degradation of the human body, but 
not the human spirit. What emerges is a 
bitter rebellion, a sardonic worm’s eye view 
of a seldom and sodom explored strata. 
Whereas Henry Miller is a humanist, 
Burroughs is an anti-humanist. He never 
touches the heart, but he does plunge into 
the subconscious. The pubic regions are 
more his area, his genius is submerged in it, 
enveloped in it and encompassed by it. No, 
our Bill is not a Joyce, a Kafka, an Eliot or 
a Beckett. But somewhere in that Burroughs 
adding machine computer, tape fed and 
sliced, stream of consciousness outpouring, 
is a restless junky genius flailing his fists 
against posterity. If you have the guts, let 
him in.... 


by Norman Thaddeus Vane 


Charlie Parker/In Sweden 

(Xtra 1010) Out of this regrettably blurred 
recording arises Bird, like the inspired 
Phoenix he was, playing with all the intensity 
and passion one likes to remember in this 
genius of the alto-saxaphone. Happily 
absent are the concessions to commercialism 
forced upon Parker in his later days by 
Norman Granz and the rest; the absurd 
strings and mawkish songs are all prophetic- 
ally shot to hell. Here instead is jazz as it 
should be played; free-wheeling and honest, 
savage and original. 


Tony Martin/His Greatest Hits (Dot 3360) 
All that’s missing here is Mr Martin’s 
greatest hit, The Tenement Symphony, but 
that’s a small complaint to make against a 
record that features a vocalist of such charm, 
musicianship, with such a suave grasp of 
the romantic. Mind you, Mr Martin is 
fatally old-fashioned, singing in tune like 
that, and interpreting the lyric so it actually 
means something, and—worse!—failing to 
surround himself with a group of shaggy, 
straggly hound-dogs so he could hide his 
voice in theirs. 


by Jonathan Clements 


Alan Sherman/Songs For Swinging Livers 

(Warner Bros W 1569) Our son the parodist 
is off on a limb again, concealing some really 
cutting lampoons in a well-fitting cloak of 


good and high humour. This time the 
repertoire ranges from the poignancy of the 
Jewish Dream (Shine On, Harvey Bloom) in 
which Mr Bloom’s little boy makes good as 
an astronaut—to the timely refrains of 
Pop Hates The Beatles, in which is suggested 
that the four “lovably likeable” lads should 
be dumped in Boston Harbour; a laudable 
sentiment. The background music to these 
and other gems remains as authentic as ever, 
thus adding salt to the satirical stew. This 
is the perfect record to play, at full volume, 
to any captive Mosleyites in the house. 
That’ll knock "em where it hurts. 


Woody Allen/Volume Two 

(Colpix PXL 488) This little-known (but not 
for long) comedian has the rare gift of 
twisting the realities of his wan little life into 
absurd and hysterically funny narratives. 
One reels back under the helter-skelter of 
really good jokes—of the avant-garde 
cinema where they serve Pre-Columbian 
coffee; and of the U.S. police knocking on 
that sexy land of Sweden and saying, 
“Okay, Sweden, we know what’s going on 
in there. .. .” We hear, too, of the unusual 
gift Mr Allen gave to his wife: a second-hand 
electric chair—and of the 117 chain-gang 
prisoners who escaped, getting past the 
guards by posing as an immense charm 
bracelet. There’s enough material on this 
record to keep any British comedian well- 
stocked for at least 12 years. 


Bert Jansch 

(Transatlantic TRA 125) The “folk-blues” 
idiom, which nowadays is as modish as a 
Quant smock, has thrown in its wake a 
pretty awful collection of sub-musical non- 
entities. But this man Jansch is clearly in 
some uncompromising and wry field of his 
own. The songs he sings are as sharp and 
as bitter as his face, which stares like a 
prisoner from the blue sleeve, and are as 
hard to pigeon-hole or define as the taste 
of liquorice. There's nothing tepid or con- 
ventional about his guitar work either; 
strange chords and harmonies wander about 
the melody like the shadow of Death, 
propping up Jansch’s slender voice to an icy 
perfection. 


Max Roach Trio (Atlantic ATL 5028) 
Although that swinging drummer Max 
Roach is süpposed to be leading this jazz 
group, it is the piano of Hassan (the 
legendary Hassan, yet, whoever he might be) 
that dominates these erratic proceedings. 
For a moment or two here and there things 
bounce along quite prettily, then lo! 
Hassan the legendary calls a torpid halt, 
and the music vanishes into an exotic vortex 
of rhythmless Art Tatumesque frillery, 
spiked, if that is the right word, with shades 
of secondhand Stravinsky. No doubt this 
enigmatic record falls into the wonderland 
category of “Experimental Jazz,” but even 
then they should have kicked it once more 
around the laboratory, just to see if they 
couldn’t inject the music with something to 
make it a mite more listenable and human. 
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THE SELF-MADE CUCKO 
By the Marquis de Sade/translated by Margaret Crosland 


“Dutour came close with a trembling hand, felt with ecstasy the most beautiful breast in the world and 
could not get over his friend’s unbelievable complaisance.” 


NE OF THE GREATEST DEFECTS IN ILL-BRED PERSONS IS THAT THEY CONSTANTLY RISK A HOST OF INDISCRETIONS, UNTRUTHS 
or calumnies about everyone living, and that in front of people they do not know; one cannot imagine the number 
of problems caused by chatter of this sort: what honest man can in fact hear evil spoken of someone who interests 
him without reprimanding the fool who risks the remark? This principle of prudent reticence is not introduced into 
the education of young people often enough, they are not adequately taught to know society, the names, qualities 

and attributes of the people with whom they are accustomed to live; instead they are taught countless silly things 
С ES which are only fit to be discarded once the age of reason is reached. One has the impression that everyone is being 
brought up like Capuchins: bigotry, mummery or futilities all the time, and never a sound moral maxim. Go further, ask a young man 
about his real duties towards society, ask him what are his duties towards himself and others, how he should conduct himself in order 
to be happy: he will tell you that he has been taught to go to Mass and recite litanies, but that he understands nothing of what you 
are trying to tell him, that he has been taught how to dance and sing but not how to live with men. The developments which followed 
the unfortunate incident that we are describing were not serious enough to lead to bloodshed, they led only to a joke, and we are 
going to abuse our readers’ patience for a few moments in order to recount it. 

Monsieur de Raneville, who was about 50, was one of those phlegmatic characters whom one does not meet in society without a 
certain pleasure; he laughed little, but through making others laugh a good deal, through the sallies of his mordant wit and the cool 
manner in which he uttered them he often found, either through merely remaining silent, or through the comical expression on his 
taciturn face, the secret of amusing the circles he frequented a thousand times more than those heavy-going, monotonous chatterers 
who have always a story to tell you over which they laugh an hour in advance, but the stories are never good enough to amuse the 
listeners for a moment. He possessed a fairly large income as a tax-farmer and in order to console himself for a very unsatisfactory 
marriage which he had contracted earlier in Orleans, he had deserted his dishonest wife there, and was now calmly spending 20,000 
or 25,000 livres of unearned income in Paris with a very pretty woman whom he maintained and a few friends as likeable as himself. 

Monsieur de Raneville’s mistress was not exactly a prostitute, she was a married woman and consequently more piquant, for in spite 

у continued overleaf 


PENTHOUSE 


12 


of all one can say this touch of adulterous spice often increases enjoyment greatly; she was 
extremely pretty, aged about 30, with the finest figure in the world; separated from а dull 


апа boring husband she had come from the Provinces to seek her fortune in Paris, and had 


not taken long to make it. Raneville, who was a natural libertine with an eye open for every 
tempting morsel, had not let this one escape, and for three years, through very honourable 
treatment, much wit and much money, he had caused this young woman to forget all the 
sorrows which marriage had brought her in the past. Since both of them had more ог less 
the same fate, they consoled each other together and confirmed this great truth— which, 
however, reforms nobody—that there are only so many unhappy marriages, and, as a 
result, so much unhappiness in the world, because miserly or stupid parents marry ofí 
fortunes rather than temperaments: for, as Капеу е often said to his mistress, “it is indeed 
certain that if fate had united us, instead of giving you а tyrannical and ridiculous husband 
and me a whore for a wife, roses would have grown in our path rather than the thorns we 
have gathered for so long.” 

An incident of no particular importance led Monsieur de Raneville one day to that 
muddy and unhealthy village called Versailles, where kings made to be adored in their 
capital seem to flee the presence of subjects who want them, where ambition, avarice, revenge 
and pride daily bring together'a host of unfortunates going on the wings of boredom to 
sacrifice to the idol of the day, where the élite of French nobility, which could play an 


important part in their country estates, consent to humiliate themselves in antechambers, 


pay court in a servile fashion to Swiss guards, or humbly beg a dinner inferior to the meal 
they eat at home from some of those individuals whom fortune snatches from the clouds of 
forgetfulness for a moment before plunging them back there shortly afterwards. 

After concluding his business, Monsieur de Raneville entered one of those court carriages 
known as a pot de chambre and by chance found himself seated next to a certain Monsieur 
Dutour, very talkative, very rotund, very fat and given to much laughter, employed like 
Monsieur de Raneville in tax-farming, but hailing from Orleans, which as we know was 
also Monsieur de Raneville’s home town. They got into conversation and Raneville, 
continually laconic and revealing nothing, already knew the name, surname, place of 
origin and the business of his travelling companion, without saying a single word himself. 
Once these details had been supplied Monsieur Dutour entered rather more into those 
concerning society. : З 

“You have been to Orleans, sir,” said Dutour. “I think that you just told me so.” 

“] stayed there for a few months in the past.” 

“I wonder if you met Madame de Raneville, one of the greatest prostitutes who ever 
lived in Orleans?” 

“Madame de Raneville, a somewhat pretty woman?” 

“Precisely.” 

“Yes, I came across her in society.” 

“Well, I will tell you confidently that I had her, that is to say for three days, the way one 
has that sort of thing. Indeed if ever there was a deceived husband, the unfortunate 
Raneville is certainly one of them.” 

“And do you know him?” 

“No, he’s а bad type who's ruining himself in Paris, they say, with whores and libertines 
like himself.” 

“I can't tell you anything about him, 1 don't know him, but 1 pity deceived husbands; 
you're not one yourself, sir, by chance?” 

“Both in fact, the two are so closely linked today that it's very difficult in fact to tell the 
difference between them.” 

“I am married, sir, and 1 had the misfortune to marry a woman who could not settle 
down with me; since her character was also very unsuitable for me, we separated on good 
terms, she wanted to come to Paris to share the solitude of опе of her relatives, who is a 
nun at the convent of St Aure, and she lives there, sending me news of herself from time 
to time, but I never see her.” 

“15 she religious?” 

“No, 1 might perhaps like her better if she were.” 

“Ah, I understand you. And have you not even had the curiosity to inquire about her 
health, during the stay which business forces you to make in Paris at the moment?” 

“No, for in fact I don't like convents: I like pleasure and gaiety, I was made for enjoyment, 
I’m sought after in society, I don't want to risk having the vapours for six months through 
going into a convent parlour.” ° 

“But a wife . х 

°“... isan individual who can be interesting when one makes use of her, but one must 
know how to detach oneself firmly when serious reasons separate one from her.” 

“That is a harsh statement.” 

“Not at а]... it is philosophy . . . it is the tome of she day, it is the language of reason, 
one must adopt it or be taken for a “fool. 2 

“This supposes some fault in your wife, explain it to me: some natural defect, or a failure 
to comply, or bad conduct.” 
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“A little of everything . . . a little of everything, sir, but let us change the subject, I beg 
you, and return to that dear Madame de Raneville: damn me, I don’t understand how you 
can have been in Orleans without amusing yourself with that creature . . . but everyone 
has her.” 

“Not everyone, for you can see that I haven't had her: I don't like married women.” 

“And without being too inquisitive, how do you pass your time, sir, I Бер you?” 

“In business at first, and then with a pretty creature with whom I take supper from time 
to time.” 

“You are not married, sir?” 

„А! ат. ” 

“Апа your wife?” С 

“She is in the Provinces and I Каф her there, аз you leave yours at St Aure.” 

“You are married, sir, married, and if you belong to the brotherhood I beg you to tell me.” 

“Did I not tell you that husband and cuckold are synonymous terms?” 

“Depraved morals, luxury . . . so many things cause а woman’s downfall.” . 

“Oh, it’s very true, sir, it’s very true.” 

“You answer like a man who knows.” ` 

“No, not at all; so, sir, : a pretty woman consoles you for the absence of your deserted 
wife.” 

“Yes, indeed, a very pretty woman, I should like you to make her acquaintance. = 

“Sir, you do me great honour.” 

“Oh, not at all, sir, now we are arriving, I will leave you free this evening because of your 
business, but tomorrow I shall expect you without fail for supper at this address,” and 
Raneville carefully gave a false one, of which he informed those at his house so that anyone 
who сате to ask for him under the name he gave could find him easily. 

The next day Monsieur Dutour did not fail to come at the appointed time, and precautions 
having been taken so that he could find Raneville in the house even under an assumed name, 


he entered without difficulty. After the first compliments had been exchanged, Dutour _ 


seemed upset at not seeing the goddess on whom he was counting. 

“Impatient man,” Raneville said to him, “1 can see from here what you are looking for... 
you have been promised a pretty woman, you want to flutter round her; since you are 
accustomed to dishonour the husbands of Orleans you want, I am sure, to treat the lovers 
of Paris in the same way! I wager that you would gladly put me in the same boat as that 
unfortunate Raneville whom you described to me so amusingly yesterday.” 

Dutour replied like a Don Juan, a vain and consequently a foolish man, the conversation 

brightened for a moment and then Raneville took his friend by the hand. 

“Come,” he said, “you cruel man, come into the very temple where the goddess is awaiting 
you.” 

So saying he took Dutour into a small voluptuous room, where Raneville’s mistress, who 
had been told of the joke and was in the secret, was lying on a velvet-covered sofa, clad in 
the most elegant déshabillé, but veiled: nothing concealed the elegant curves of her figure, 
only her face was invisible. 

_ “There is a very beautiful woman,” cried Dutour, “but why do you deprive me of the 
pleasure of admiring her features; are we in the great lord's is 

“No, not a word, it is a question of modesty.” 

“What do you mean, modesty?” 

“Do you think I want to restrict myself to showing you only my mistress’s figure or 
dress? Would my triumph be complete, if, in removing all these veils, I did not convince 
you how happy I ought to be in possessing so many charms ...? Since this young woman 
is remarkably modest, she would blush at these details; she was prepared to agree to this, 
but on the express condition of being veiled. You know what women’s modesty and delicacy 
are like, Monsieur Dutour;. one doesn’t deceive an elegant and fashionable man like you 
over these things. . 

“What, are you really going to show me... 7" 

“Everything, I told you so, nobody is.less Га than I am, happiness that one enjoys 
alone appears insipid to me, I only find enjoyment when it is shared.” 

And in order to ргоуе his statements Raneville began by removing а gauze kerchief 
which immediately revealed the most beautiful bosom a could possibly be seen... 
Dutour became excited. 

“Well,” said Raneville, “what do you think of that?” 

“As attractive as Venus herself.” 

“Do you think that breasts so white and firm are made to arouse passions ...7 Touch 
them, touch them, my friend, eyes can sometimes deceive us, I believe that in pleasure all 
the senses should be employed. gd 

Dutour came close with a trembling hand, felt with ecstasy the ner beautiful breasts in 
the world and could not get over his friend’s unbelievable complaisance. 

“Let us go a little further down,” said Raneville, raising a skirt of light taffeta up to the 
waist, and meeting по opposition to this move. “Well, what have you to say about these 
thighs, can you believe that the temple of love is supported by columns more beautiful?” 
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The dear Dutour continued to squeeze everything Raneville revealed. 

“Rogue, I guess how you feel,” the complaisant friend went on. “This delicate temple 
which the Graces themselves have covered with a light moss . . . you're burning to open it, 
aren't you? What am I say, to kiss it, I wager.” 

And Dutour was blinded . . . he stammered . . . he replied only through the violence of 
the sensations recorded by his eyes; his friend urged him оп... his libertine fingers caressed 
the doors of the temple which voluptuousness itself opened to his desires; he gave the divine 
kiss that was permitted and savoured it for an hour. 

“Му friend,” he said, “1 can bear it no longer, either drive me out of your house or allow 
me to go further.” 

“What the devil, further, and how far do you want to go, I beg you?” 

“Alas, don't you understand me, P'm intoxicated with love, I can contain myself no 
longer.” 

“And what if this woman is ugly?” 

“It is impossible to be ugly with such divine charms.” 

“If she is . 

“She can be as ugly as she pleases, I tell you, my friend, I can resist her no longer.” 

“Go on then, my fierce friend, go on then, satisfy yourself since you must; you will at 
least be grateful for my co-operation?” 

“Oh, as much as possible, certainly.” 

And Dutour pushed his friend gently away as though to make him leave him alone with 
this woman. 

“Oh, as for leaving you, no I can’t,” said Raneville, “but are you so scrupulous then 
that you cannot satisfy yourself in my presence? Between men we don’t worry about that 
sort of thing: moreover, those are my conditions, either in front of me or not at all.” ' 

“If it was in front of the devil,” said Dutour, containing himself no longer, and rushing 
to the sanctuary where his incense was to be burnt, “you wish it, I agree to everything. . 

“Wel,” said Raneville phlegmatically, “have appearances deceived you and are the 
delights promised by so many charms illusory or real? Ah, never, never did I see anything 
so voluptuous.” 

“But this damnable veil, my friend, this treacherous veil, will I not be allowed to remove 
it?” 

“Yes, at the last moment, at that moment so delectable when all our senses are seduced 


by the intoxication of the gods, and she knows how to make us as happy as they are, and 
-often even more so. This surprise will double your ecstasy; to the delight of enjoying the 


body of Venus herself you will add the inexpressible pleasure of contemplating the features 
of. Flora, and as everything combines to increase your happiness, you will plunge much 
more deeply into that ocean of pleasures in which men find with so much delight the con- 
solation of their existence. ... You will make a sign to me... .” 

“Oh, you will see when it is,” said Dutour. “Т am carried away at that moment.” 

“Yes, I see, you are impassioned.” 

“But impassioned to a point . . . oh, my friend, I have reached that celestial moment, 
tear off those veils, tear them off, let me look on heaven itself.” 

“There it is,” said Raneville, drawing back the gauze, “but take care lest this paradise 
be not far from hell!” ` 

“Good God,” cried Dutour, recognizing his wife... “it’s you, madame... sir, what a 
strange joke, you deserve . . . this wretched woman. 

“One moment, one moment, impassioned man, it is you who deserve everything; learn, 
my friend, that one must be a little more circumspect with people whom one does not know 
than you were yesterday with me. The unfortunate Raneville, whom you treated so badly 
at Orleans... I am he, sir; you can see that I was the only cuckold you had made, and 
you have just made yourself one all on your own.’ 

Dutour understood the lesson, he held out his hand to his friend уе agreed that he had 
had his deserts. 

“But this treacherous woman . 

“Well, is she not following your а What is the barbarous law which enslaves this 
sex in an inhuman fashion while giving us all the liberty we want? Is it equitable? And by 
what natural right do you lock up your wife in St Aure while cuckolding husbands in Paris 
and Orleans?” 

“My friend, that is not correct, the свију creature whom you did not know how to 
value come to make other conquests; she was right, she found me; I bring her happiness, 
you must do the same of Madame Raneville, I permit it, let us all four live happily together, 
and may the victims of fate not become the victims of men.” 

Dutour found that his friend was right, but through an inconceivable fatality, he fell 
madly in love again with his wife; Raneville, in spite of his caustic tongue, was too high- 
minded to resist Dutour’s pleas to have his wife back again, the young woman agreed to 
it, and this unique incident is no doubt a most strange example of the blows of fate and 
the capriciousness of love. 

Og 
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PENTHOUSE FORUM 


In which editors and correspondents alike discuss topics of general interest to the PENTHOUSE 
reader. Any reasonable subject, whether directly related to actual articles or stories appearing in 
PENTHOUSE or not, will be considered for discussion in these columns. | 

Whilst every effort is made to encourage and promote а cross-section of readership opinion, the 
views expressed in these columns are not necessarily those of the publisher, his editors or staff. 


Corporal Punishment 


In December, 1961, PARENTS ‘MAGAZINE 
published a reader’s letter concerned with the 
caning of girls. This letter touched off a nation- 
wide controversy which did not subside until late 
in the Spring of 1962. PARENTS followed up 
with an objective and dispassionate article on 
Corporal Punishment by Professor John Cohen, 
whilst continuing to print an impressive selection 
of reader’s reactions to the thrashing and caning 
of children and teenagers. ` 

In PENTHOUSE Vol. 1 - No. 3, reader J. Hud- 
son, writing in reaction to R. E. L. Masters’ notes 
on the beating of girls in THE ANTI-SEX (Vol. 
1 - Мо. 2) has touched off a similar controversy. 
The following is a further representative selection 
of readers’ views for and against the various 
Points made in Hudson’s letter: 


The question of the power of persuasion of 
the cane in dealing with wayward teenagers 
will raise a heated discussion in any genera- 
tion and Mr J. Hudson is to be congratulated 
for reviving it at a time when girls wear the 
identical nether garments as their brothers 
and, in every way, copy their behaviour, even 
to the extent of carrying razors or pepper in 
their handbags to be used whenever the 
members of the “other” gang or older 
innocent folk thwart their intentions. 

However, the statements by your second 
letter-writer “the two younger girls get it 
about half-a-dozen times a year” and of the 
fifth correspondent “both our girls have not 
had more than nine beatings in the last 
18 months,” lead me to conclude that the 
cane and strap were most inadequately 
applied on the first occasion or these lassies 
would not have so readily applied for a 
second helping. 

My own teenage generation went to school 
between 1905 and 1914 in a Scottish school 
where it was accepted that the swishes of 
the cane should be hard enough to cause a 
resultant stinging which was a real deterrent 
to repeating the same naughtiness for quite 
a time; the “severe wealing” was accepted 
as a necessary result of this discipline, which 
most certainly did not prevent the boys and 
girls of my generation from growing into 
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healthy and unrepressed citizens who did not 
need the stimulus of drugs to fulfil their 
rightful place in adult life. Our parents 
regarded this school correction as proper 
and the Education Authorities were not so 
mis-guided as to interfere. 

The procedure was straightforward and 
understood by parents, boys and girls alike 
and no psychological myths were enter- 
tained. 

If a boy or girl (in the normal co-ed 
schools of those days in Scotland) were 
sufficiently naughty in class, the master sent 
him or her with a note to the headmaster, 
who considered the record of the pupil 
(and might even “let them off with a warn- 
ing”); if action was thought necessary, but 
did not justify a “school tanning,” an entry 
was written into the punishment book 
which was handed to the boy or girl to 
return to the form master with the cane. A 
boy then touched his toes before the class 
for six on the seat of the trousers, while a 
girl was asked to sit on a chair and hold out 
both hands (“stretched flat and thumbs 
down please”) to receive two across each 
palm full strength to show livid evidence for 
two weeks that she had “taken it.” The 
form mates had their own method of using 
compunction to “be brave,” in that, if a boy 
stood up before the completion of six or the 
girl “refused” her hand, a white feather 
would appear in his or her desk, a disgrace 
more dreaded than the appalling sting, and 
hardly ever necessary. 

The ultimate sanction to school discipline 
was a much grimmer matter, reserved for 
real offences (stealing, bullying, repeated 
lying (more usual among girls trying to save 
their hands) and other more unmentionable 
misbehaviour in either sex. 

This entailed first obtaining the father’s 
consent to a “tanning” and, in those days, 
rarely withheld; the father's prior consent 


meant freedom from any magistrate's subse- * 


quent dictum of “excessive” punishment 
(a term hardly known), but it did usually 
mean a delay until the next morning to face 
up to the inevitable and gain courage not 
to show “coward” an attitude as strong in 
girls in front of boys as the reverse. 

The headmaster had no private office or 
study in those Scottish schools, but his desk 
of authority was on a raised platform in the 


assemly hall, where the boy or girl had first 
to listen to a homily on proper behaviour. 
Then the entry was made in the school 
punishment book and signed by the head- 
master and the pupil, as solemn as the 
signing of Magna Carta itself. 

The boy or girl then bent over the desk 
with arms drawn forward by a member of 
the staff on the other side; a boy’s trousers 
were drawn down to present his under- 
pants; a girl's school tunic was folded back 
to her shoulders; necessary adjustments were 
made so that pants or knickers were taut. 

Without hurry, a thin cane almost as 
supple as a whip, was then slashed at about 
half-minute intervals across a bottom suffici- 
ently stretched to feel the excruciating sting; 
a boy could expect 10 or 12 while a girl was 
“let off” with eight. 

Your first correspondent (from Rich- 
mond) need have no qualms about “causing 
sexual orgasm”; a girl's bottom had other 
sensations to consider as her gasps were 
heard in an assembly so quiet that “you 
could hear a pin drop.” 

The opinion of your other correspondent 
(from Edinburgh) that a “thick cane” was 
the worst, was certainly not shared by her 
sisters of my generation feeling the biting 
sting of a thin cane. 

On return home, most parents were 
sufficiently sensible to allow their son or 
daughter to return to the friendly fold of the 
family without further sermons. The return 
to class lessons within an hour was accepted 
as a “must” if the honour of being “brave” 
was to be acknowledged, and there must be 
no wriggling on the hard wooden desk seats; 
boys and girls of 12 to 15 are quick to 
admire courage in one of their number, but 
equally quick to mark a “softie.” 

PENTHOUSE deserves full credit for allow- 
ing this freedom of discuss ion of this con- 
tentious subject. 

Fiona Campbell, 
Pinehurst, 

Sandy Lane, 
Wokingham, Surrey. 


I have a large family of seven sons and three 
daughters and have always been a firm 
believer in corporal punishment. 

During the last year 1 have had to beat 
my 17-year-old daughter for consistant 
drunkenness, acts of gross indecency and 
savage and brutal assaults upon unwilling 
men. 

The chastisement of girls should ideally : 
be carried out in private, but in this case it 
has just not been possible, because the girl 
stands 6 ft 3 іп. and weighs over 19 stone. 

The punishment takes place in the garage 
with the whole family assembled to hold 
down the girl who is stretched across the 
bonnet of the car. 

We аге all big people. I myself stand 
6ft 41. and do not wish to disclose my 
weight. Some of my sons are even larger. 

To date we have not had to call in the 
neighbours to help us, but my daughter 15 
still growing and we may have to resort to 
this. | 


The girl receives seven to 10 blows with 
a club hammer enclosed in a boxing glove, 
whilst wearing normal clothing, corsets and 
a heavy duty foundation garment. 

This is not very satisfactory as it has a 
rather muffled “thudding” effect. 

When she was smaller I was able to spank 
her over my knee with an army surplus 
ammunition boot, and I have used a coal 
shovel, which idea 1 got from seeing one of 
John Wayne's films. 

This was not very satisfactory and only 
made her more excited. 

I am very interested in the idea of an 
American spanking paddle as described by 
Mr Francis in his letter in your last issue, 
and I would be grateful for instructions for 
making one of these. 

Stephen Bumpstead, 
Little Basin Lane, 
Basingstoke. 


I am reluctantly joining in the correspond- 
ence upon corporal punishment to make an 
emphatic protest against the barbaric and 
degrading caning of girls for any reason 
whatsoever. It is now, fortunately, banned 
by almost every educational authority in the 
country (and I understand is even more rare 
abroad). Parents who cane or spank a 
daughter or even a son do not deserve these 
precious gifts to love. 

I do so only because of a single vivid 
memory of 11 years ago in Yorkshire: now, 
at 26, with two lovely young daughters, the 
idea that a headmaster or headmistress 
could so treat them in the future is revolting 
and my husband and I have more loving and 
effective ways of training them. 

The fact that I was caned for stealing 
(admitted) and that I did not become a 
shoplifter subsequently, might be held by the 
sadists as sufficient justification for the 
viciousness of my experience. 

I would, however, give the lie to Mr 
Mathieson’s assertion that “beating a 
woman’s buttocks soon causes sexual 
orgasm.” This just is not true, and I cannot 
believe it even when grown-up girls consent, 
which I assert they do, only for the payment 
involved and not for any sexual experience, 
and I do not need Fanny Hill’s opinion to 
confirm this. 

My recollection of my headmaster’s ex- 
citement and his nervous fingering of the 
thin cane between the six stinging cuts does, 
however, convince me of his own sexual 
feelings as he gaped at a 15-year-old school- 
girl’s taut gym knickers: I certainly never 
remotely derived any such stimulation from 
the ordeal: I was far too occupied with the 
utterly impossible pain. 

The mistress who had the unenviable 
task of holding me over his desk in the 
private room wherein he indulged his lust 
apologised to me afterwards and said she 
would never again assist in such cruelty. 

My father afterwards was very under- 
standing but he said a public protest in court 
would only increase my embarrassment and 
I should accept what could not be erased 


as one method of reaction to stealing, though 
he would have insisted on my working a 
paper-round for six months to repay. 

You have my permission to print this 
letter if you wish if only to register one more 
protest against this practice. 

Jean Wincott (Mrs), 
Grandison Road, 
London, S.W.11. 


Let me first of all congratulate you on all 
that your excellent magazine stands for and 
is trying to do. 

I am writing especially to say how good 
it was to see the interesting subject of the 
chastisement of girls aired freely in PENT- 
HOUSE FORUM in your last issue. This is a 
topic discussion which is too often ham- 
pered by ridiculous prudery. It was hearten- 
ing to see in the most valuable letters from 
readers McNeill, Francis and Mandeville 
that despite rubbishy modern notions of 
psychiatry, etc., there are still parents who 
realize that the application of the cane or 
strap in the right place is by far the best 
method of disciplining teenage girls. I have 
known a number of girls who thoroughly 
appreciated their parents’ good sense in 
giving them corporal punishment instead of 
indulging them in the modern “permissive” 
fashion, and who appreciated its value to 
them enough to be very willing to be chas- 
tised by older men for serious faults even 
after leaving home. 

G. Barnes, 
Earls Court, London. 


I read the answering letters concerning Mr Ј. 
Hudson's article an hour ago (and have just 
dug up the original). Shocked, I am shocked 
—mo words I can put down, can describe 
how I feel about those last five letters. Тат 
not usually shocked; surprised quite often, 
angered, humoured, but rarely shocked—I 
have seen sadism recently in the real and 
hundreds of signs of it. I have seen a 
17-18-year-old girl with breasts (thick with 
swollen veins) hanging to her waist through 
childbirth and those pitiful dead eyes: yet 
all that was as it is. I have seen a soldier 
whip a youth with a steel cane and heard, 
watched the cries, tears and near complete 
destruction of that youth’s mind—and I can 
see each one of those despicable caners doing 
the same thing with the exception that their 
daughters, and sons, have over the years 
come to masochistically enjoy it and more 
seriously to depend upon a caning to wipe 
the slate clean again. 

As for both parents witnessing the caning, 
even my own experience at school. I never 
heard of anything else but master and boy— 
there's not mercy in that, no one for a young 
person to turn to afterwards, except them- 
selves. At 23 a certain young lady is sadly 
bare of her rightful weapons in this “battle 
strewn world” when she can still expect to 
start afresh after a caning. 

Caning for carelessness, lying, “over 
spilling” high spirits, yet no mention of 
why it's against one's own principles to do 


these things. And for coming in late, I 
wonder if the subject has had a good lecture 
on contraceptives. 

T hope to God you've printed these letters, 
not as a typical average example but rather 
an extreme section of the populace left over 
from the pre-40’s. 

Regarding J. Hudson’s letter I am against 
all forms of corporal punishment—even 
though the whole form at 10 got two of the 
best and learnt its lesson. Also it’s a general 
rule of mine not to bother writing letters 
like this, but these people concerned live in 
the land I like best. . 

P. Fraser, 
Tilehurst, Berkshire. 


The files of the N.S.P.C.C. would provide 
stark evidence for the PENTHOUSE survey on 
corporal punishment of the extent of caning 
girls in the home; the publication of medical 
photographs and case histories would shock 
some of your readers who speak so glibly of 
spanking a reluctant teenager simply because 
she came home late twice in a week. 

During my work as a woman inspector in 
the Manchester district in the 1930’s, we 
had at least 100 cases to investigate where 
fathers had used the cane for what they 
considered a proper corrective. 

If facts are needed to convince, I instance 
the case of a 16-year-old girl from a more 
than comfortable home, with one brother of 
14 and another of 18 both away at public 
schools (fees paid by father). The investiga- 
tion revealed that he firmly believed she 
should receive the same type of discipline as 
her brothers and over the four years prior 
to the case he had punished her in this way 
many times. 

The final instance which brought the case 
to court arose from a bad school report 
arising from cheating in the term exams (no 
doubt to avoid father’s correction). He 
ordered her to touch her toes wearing only 
pyjamas and warned her that if she did not 
take eight stripes without standing up, like 
her brothers received at school he would 
“teach her bottom a real lesson.” It was not 
denied in court that she received six in this 
way before the stinging compelled her to 
stand up when her father forced her over a 
table and tied wrists to ankles; the medical 
evidence revealed 11 additional welts (the 
merging of some made it difficult to count). 
The remainder of her body was quite 
unmarked and she was a very fit and 
healthy girl. 

How many more girls in that area alone 
received the more moderate six of the best 
without any publicity. 3 

Incidentally а тога! welfare worker in the 
docks found many instances in the blue lamp 
dens of factory girls (miserably paid in those 
days) consenting to a quite severe caning on 
the bottom for a fee much greater than they 
could earn for other forms of prostitution. 
These girls would never have dreamed of 
receiving the same treatment on the hands 
or thighs or shoulders, and the majority had 
returned on more than one occasion to earn 
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a further fee. A startling revelation which 
probably gives confirmation to Mr 
Mathieson’s statement that this treatment 
“soon causes sexual orgasm” which was 
probably part reason for their submission to 
this appalling perversion. 
M. A. Allan, 
Kensington, London. 


In the last issue of PENTHOUSE one or two 
parents told of the wonderful results they 
obtained by thrashing their children. As 
someone who's father had a great faith in the 
therapeutic value of “а good thrashing” my 
views on the subject might be of interest. 
When my father died of TB of the lungs 
in 1950, my only reaction was one of relief 
and happiness. I only hope he suffered as 
much as possible before he died, and I 
remember with delectation his last hours on 
earth. The only reason 1 would wish him 
alive again is in order to give him a taste of 
his own medicine. 
Colin Maine, 
Paignton, Devon. 


I hope you don’t think I’m too young. to 
write to you and express my views—I’m 17 
and am a copy-typist. My boy friend takes 
PENTHOUSE and I enjoy looking at it. I like 
to see the opposition! 

On the question of corporal punishment, 
may I say that although I’m a victim, I 
approve of it. If you’ve misbehaved you 
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ought to be punished, and though it hurts 
and I hate it I much prefer it to losing my 
pocket money for weeks or having to stay 
in at weekends and.do chores for Mum. If 
I am in late or leave my room in a hell of a 


. mess or anything like that I go over Dad’s 


knee and get a spanking with a hard leather 
slipper on my bare bottom. For telling lies 
or deliberate disobedience, Dad canes me. 
I’m sent to bed, then’ Mum and Dad come 
up and I have to take off my nightie and 
touch my toes and Dad gives me however 
many strokes they think I deserve, which 
might be from four to 12. When I get 12 I 
think at the time it is awful, and I try to be 
very good for a long time afterwards. But 
one must have a bit of fun, mustn’t one, 
and I’m fairly soon in trouble again of some 
sort. I suppose I’m not a very good adver- 
tisement for such punishment, but I know 
га be worse without it. 

There are 18 typists in my pool and I 
know that seven. of them ' get spanked or 
caned or else the strap at home (including 
one girl who is 21). The others think we are 
mad to put up with it. 

Sally Lawrence (Miss), 
Wokingham, Berks. 


I was interested to read the letters in this 
month’s issue on corporal punishment for 
teenagers. 

I am a 17-year-old girl and I work in an 
office and had never been beaten until a 


month ago when I was caught by my 
mother, misbehaving with my boy friend. 

The next day my mother borrowed a belt 
from a school teacher and when I arrived 
home after work I was sent up to my room, 
where I was told to take off my skirt. I was 
then made to lie across the edge of the bed 
and held down by my father while my 
mother gave me 10 strokes with the heavy 
leather belt. My nylon pants were the only 
protection I had. 

I would like to say that I have never 
suffered anything so degrading in my life. I 
could not sit down for two days and was 
unable to wear a swimming costume or 
tennis shorts for two weeks as the marks 
would have shown. 

I do not think that the beating has taught 
me a lesson, but it has made me lose a lot 
of the respect that I had for my parents. 

Now if I do the slightest thing wrong I am 
told that next time I will get a beating, but 
it will be more severe. 

My mother still has the belt in the house 
because my father gave my brother, aged 
14 years, six strokes on the bare bottom, 
last week, for coming in late at night and I 
was made to stay in the room and witness 
the beating. 

I agree with corporal punishment up to 
the age of 13 years but after that NO, 
NO, NO. 

Edith J. (Miss), 
Edinburgh. 
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We might not know much about art, but we know what we like about artist’s models and 
most of these happy prejudices are incorporated in—to use the fashionable vernacular— 
the freshly-poured torso of nineteen-year-old Vivienne Warren. 

Viv, whose modelling career has covered everything from fashion to commercial T.V. 
while occasionally uncovering everything for art, prefers the emotional contact of the 
painter’s eye to the “mechanical stare of a camera.” 


There is a lonesome moment between poses when glamour and self-consciousness melt 


away, when the model becomes a small girl again belonging neither to paint nor film. It 


was during several such moments that these photographs were taken. 
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ILLUSTRATION/CAROLINE SMITH 


It had been a fevered, paradisiacal, tormenting affair. They had lived like Adam and Eve. 


Unclothed and unashamed, Mrs Fortescue had taught him things about love that were 


utterly sensational. 


A DREAM 
OF 


FAIR WOMEN 


BY H. E. BATES 


FTER HE HAD TAKEN HIS PILLS AND DONE A STIFF AND 
dedicated three-quarters-of-an-hour on his stretching- 
and-exercising machine—both the pills and the machine 
were guaranteed to increase your height by several 
inches, expand your chest and make you live longer— 

Sydney Palmer took a deck-chair out of the tool-shed and went into 
the back-garden to dream about women. Sydney was 18, short, 
softy-eyed and sandy-haired and looked not at all unlike a dormouse 
waking from the long sleep of winter. 

Sometimes he dreamt about women much older than himself: 
healthy mature women like Mrs Fortescue, who ran the tea-trolley 
at the printing works where he was serving his apprenticeship. 
Mrs Fortescue seemed to him a sensational person. For several 
weeks she had exercised over him an influence that was nothing 
less than grand hypnosis. She was a big but beautifully-proportioned 
woman, with light fluffy golden hair and splendid, promiscuous 
indigo-coloured eyes. Her body was as rich as a side of beef and 
she carried with her, always, the deep and searching perfume of 
clove carnations. 

Although he had hardly ever spoken more than a dozen words 
to her he had managed, dreaming away in the deck-chair in the 
back-garden, to persuade Mrs Fortescue to leave her husband and 
run away with him to the South Pacific, where they had lived 
together for some time on a deserted atoll. 

It had been a fevered, paradisiacal, tormenting affair. They had 
lived like Adam and Eve. Unclothed and unashamed, Mrs Fortescue 
had taught him things about love that were utterly sensational. It 
was at this time, when he was climbing a coconut palm one day, 
that he decided to get the stretching machine. The way Mrs 
Fortescue stood and gazed up at him from the foot of the palm, 
quite naked, her breasts so like splendid halved coconuts them- 
selves, suddenly opened up all the delights of being taller. He was 
truly grateful to that palm. 

Already he was sure he had put on an inch-and-a-quarter in 
height. His muscles as he flexed them in front of the bathroom 
mirror popped in and out like knotted snakes and he felt singularly 
virile in every way. Unhappily, Mrs Fortescue had suddenly left 
the printing works and the effect of these striking changes in him 
were lost on her. 

But this no longer mattered. Today he had decided he was going 
to dream about someone else. This time it was Miss Sumpter, the 
girl who served in the fruit shop round the corner. Miss Sumpter 
was an aloof, brown-haired girl with prominent high breasts and 
lovely soft gooseberry-coloured eyes. He liked her long bare arms, 
too, and her hands that were always as white and shining as strips 


of new-washed celery. 

She was altogether younger than Mrs Fortescue and quite 
different in every way. Mrs Fortescue oozed all the richness of the 
flesh; the South Pacific itself became voluptuous when she swam in 
it. But the thing that struck him most about Miss Sumpter was a 
kind of vestal purity. It was sort of Grecian, he told himself. Her 
very aloofness flowered, making her even more exciting than the 
bolder Mrs Fortescue. 

He had never spoken more than a few dozen words to Miss 
Sumpter either, and then only to ask for a pound of grapes, a hand 
of bananas or things of that sort, but nevertheless he had decided 
to take her to Athens today. That was where she belonged, he 
thought: to Greece and the Greek Islands, the classical landscapes 
of long ago. 

It was happily Saturday afternoon and soon, in his dream, they 
were on the afternoon ’plane. It was the champagne flight, of 
course—this wasn’t the reckless abandoned affair that had borne 
naked fruit under South Sea palms—and he was determined that 
for Miss Sumpter everything should be the absolute tops. 

“I thought three or four days in Athens would be nice. And 
then we could go out to one of the islands. What about that?” 

“You know so much more about these things than I do.” 

“Well, it’s just that Athens may be very hot. And then we’d be 
more alone on one of the islands.” 

He held Miss Sumpter by the hand; the gooseberry-green eyes 
glanced away and quivered. He looked swiftly at the high pro- 
nounced breasts, perfectly shaped under her blouse of yellow silk, 
and felt his body tingle. 

“One of the islands then?” 

“If that's what you want.” 

He squeezed Miss Sumpter’s cool celery-like fingers with rising 
enthusiasm; things were going splendidly. 

“Of course I do.” A leading question suddenly occurred to him. 
“Have you brought your swimming costume?” 

“Two.” 

“We’ll swim all дау,” he said, the words molten in his throat, 
“and perhaps all night, too.” 

Athens itself was molten; the city and its surrounding gold- 
brown crust of hills quivered and sizzled under a barbarous sun. 
The Acropolis was a crown of melting candles. 

He was glad when Miss Sumpter confessed that she couldn’t 
sleep at night for the heat, the sound of traffic and the torment 
of flies. There was a little boat, he told her, that round-tripped 
the islands, just a sort of local "bus service. They could take it 
tomorrow and hop off where and [continued on page 69 
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Anybody for offbeat education? You see, what once 
used to бе а dim and dusty procedure, an ехегс!5е 
that gave teachers ulcers and pupils a yen for pyro- 
mania, has been transformed into a fun sport for 
hung-up hedonists. All across this septic isle wide- 
eyed infants are tripping the easy path to awareness 
by learning their alphabet the swingin’ way — the 
dolly way. Teachers too have emerged full flight from 
the ennui of academic life, and now, by way of a 
masterful metamorphosis, have traded their tweeds 
for mohair and denim in an effort to catch up on the 
new morality. What you see here, emblazoned across 
these pages in an inspired tango of coloured ink, is 
a replica of the new ABC. To derive full benefit from 
its inbuilt therapeutic qualities, it is best to read the 
alphabet slowly, preferably with the lights on. Cast 
your mind back to childhood, unless it’s already there, 
and imagine yourself wedged into a school desk, all 
keyed-up and ready to swing into Life’s Great 
Adventure. Okay? Are you sitting comfortably ? 
Then pray begin. And please, don't drip toffee-apple 
` all over the page. Others might want to be educated 
the hip way too. 
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Alan Sherman has risen like a Jewish phoenix from the ashes of a world overpopulated with sick comedians. His reputation as a singer, 


composer, writer, producer and performer has successfully bridged the Atlantic; he is a roly poly, shy, sly, tongue in both cheeks, irresistibly 


lovable wit. His ascendancy is neither accidental nor unexpected but rather the result of 20 long and gruelling years in the backstage anonymity 


of special material writer. His ghost list includes such celebs as Jackie Gleason, Joe E. Lewis, and Francis Faye among innumerable others. 


In 1951 he created and produced, “I’ve Got A Secret,” which is still tele-booming in the States. The English version, now defunct, starred 


Ben Lyon and Bebe Daniels. Alan continued to produce “Secret,” for six years while writing and producing T.V. specials and spectaculars 


for Jackie Gleason, Phil Silvers and Victor Borge. This was followed by a stint as producer of the Steve Allen show which has since become 


part of the American heritage. A few years later our heretic abandoned the heritage to record “My Son the Folk Singer,” the fastest selling 


album in U.S. history. Suddenly, in one fell swoop, Alan Sherman the writer|producer became Alan Sherman the Star—a complete reversal 


of identity which surprised Sherman considerably more than the industry he helped to create. Next came “Hello Mother, Hello Father,” a 


2,000,000 unrivalled sales success story. The rest is Comic History. 


The following interview was conducted over “brunch,” a combination of breakfast and lunch high in the Dorchester. Between sandwiches 


and coffee, calls to his London publisher, composing a laundry list and checking the galleys for his new book, Alan discoursed on the manifold 


and multiform world of Shermankind. What emerged was a rambling commentary on the psychology of comedy and the comedian, a view of 


life that is both joyously observed and compassionately felt. It also shows Sherman as a congenital rebel, an iconoclast, a humanist and an 


ALAN 
SHERMAN: 


intellectual who is totally hip to the world scene. 


A CANDID CONVERSATION WITH AMERICA’S BEST-KNOWN 


Penthouse: You've written a book which we 
understand was published in the United 
States and Canada on October 11 and 15 due 
to be published in England later this year. 
Can you tell us why, apart from the obvious 
reasons, you wrote A Gift Of Laughter. 
You’re a comic; have you ambitions to be a 
writer? 

Alan Sherman: I’ve been a writer for 17 
years. I became a comic three years ago— 


that’s what the book is about. It’s an 
autobiography. 
Penthouse: Wouldn’t you say this was a 


way of rationalizing your identity as a 
comic? 

Alan Sherman: Yes. That’s exactly what it 
is. It’s an attempt to explain. All my life 
I have been reading things about what 
makes people funny and what makes things 
funny and I have never really found a satis- 
factory explanation. What I tried to do was 
take the incidents and facts of my own life 
and try to figure out what makes me funny— 
why I want to be funny at all and why, for 
that matter, does anyone want to be funny. 
Penthouse: Do you feel, like most comics, 
that there is a little, insecure man inside— 
are you basically shy as a person? ' 
Alan Sherman: Milt Катег has a lovely 
way of expressing it; he says we spend our 
entire lives shouting to the world, “Love me; 
I’m Irving—love me; Pm Irving!” I think 
he’s just trying to say, “Somebody notice 
me.” 

Penthouse: Would you say then that comics 
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are the sort of people that cannot bear to be 
disliked or even ignored for that matter? 
Alan Sherman: I think that is a good answer. 
I think most people are like that except 
possibly the kind of masochists who like to 
be disliked. I think it's the comedian’s 
obsession to attempt to please anyone who 
shows up on the horizon. 

Penthouse: Do you think there is a definite 
advantage to being Jewish and a comedian? 
It appears that all the great American 
comedians’ are—Milton Berle, Jack Benny, 
Mort Sahl, Danny Kaye, the Marx brothers. 
Alan Sherman: I don't really know; maybe 
it's a kind of Jewish minority complex to 
seek affection and recognition through being 
funny. 

Penthouse: Have you ever played to exclu- 
sively Jewish audiences—say in the Catskill 
mountain resorts, along the Borsht Belt? 
Alan Sherman: Once or twice and they don't 
like me. 

Penthouse: Really, Гт quite surprised. 
Alan Sherman: And I don't like them. I 
wrote a little thing in my book about it— 
it’s surprising because my first record, 
“Hello Mother, Hello Father,” was so 
Jewish oriented one would have thought it 
would be a big hit with them, but it wasn't. 
They want something from me that I can't 
give. 

Penthouse: What is that? 

Alan Sherman: They have a kind of inside 
Jew thing there. I don’t understand it—it’s 
too Jewish for me. 


It’s like belonging to’ 
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some club. I wish I could describe my 
feelings more accurately. I tried in the book. 
Penthouse: Have you played in Germany? 
Alan Sherman: No. Germany is made of 
Jewish skin. I would play for the Armed 
Forces there, British or American, but I have 
no desire to see Germany. 

Penthouse: If life didn’t make you a 
comedian, what do you think you’d be today? 
Alan Sherman: An unemployed gigolo. 
Penthouse: How do you get along with 
women? 

Alan Sherman: I’m a teddy bear. They like 
to cuddle me and protect me. To this day 
Pm still trying to figure out what they want 
to protect me from—maybe it’s other 
women. 

Penthouse: In your many travels as a highly 
successful entertainer you must have come 
in contact with, and had considerable 
opportunity to observe, all kinds of women. 
What do you think of English girls?—let’s 
have a straight answer. 

Alan Sherman: Гуе met some, but not 
many. I’ve both met and seen from afar 
some magnificent English women and I’ve 
also seen a bunch of crazy girls of the variety 
one finds so common in the United States 
today. In this generation it doesn’t make 
much difference whether you’re English, 
American or Chinese. I think you’ll find 
that the world is full of galloping Lolitas. 
There is a certain element of girl out of 
whom all sex, all wonder and all human 
dignity has been squeezed. I’ve seen them 


here апа Гуе seen them elsewhere. They’re 


zombies. By the time they're 21 they've 
seen and done everything. They have noth- 
ing left to live for and in every respect they're 
dead. 

Т used to hang around a place called P.J.s 
in Los Angeles. It was a “swinging” place 
but I put the word swinging in quotes 
because I believe the people who use this 
word habitually don't really know what it 
means. The true significance of this word is 
exactly the opposite of what most people 
think. In any case, the oldest girl you could 
find there was about 24 and after that they 
seem to disappear—but to where? Do they 
become suburban housewives? I doubt it. 
What happens to them. They’ve ventured 
so far beyond the normal flux of human 
experience that they cannot make their way 
back. They become lost; they dry up; they 
disappear from the face of the earth. In 
18 to 20 years they have lived and exhausted 
an entire lifetime. They’ve explored every 
area Of human experience and have taught 
themselves to be so bored that without the 
help of drugs, without the help of liquor, 
and without some sort of mastabatory sex 
they couldn't survive at ай. 

Penthouse: What do you mean by masta- 
batory sex? 

Alan Sherman: Don't get me wrong. I’m 
not trying to put this thing on the basis of a 
Billy Graham lecture. I’m not against 
masturbation. As a matter of fact I cover 
the subject in my book in relation to my own 


early life. I’m talking about the kind of sex 
that’s going on in the world today—it’s 
counterfeit; it’s a form of masturbation. As 
a matter of fact, it was Malcolm Muggeridge, 
I think, who wrote a very interesting piece 
about the orgasm cult. There's a whole 
group of people going around today shouting 
hooray because the sky is falling in. They’re 
making such a Goddamned fuss about being 
individuals and expressing their individuality 
and doing it in such a collective and con- 
formist way that they have no individuality 
at all, and when it comes to the heart of 
what they’re doing it’s sex and it’s sex with- 
out individuality—and it doesn’t seem to 
make any difference whose sex organs are 
involved. There is no personality involved 
in it. All personality is submerged in 
alcohol and drugs and darkness in every 
possible form that no one person is distin- 
guishable from any other person. 
Penthouse: Would you say that the general 
contemporary attitude toward sex has been 
devaluated? 

Alan Sherman: Exactly. I think they have 
pulled the carpet out from under it—the 
line beneath which one wasn’t supposed to 
venture. 

It’s like playing handball without a wall. 
They remove the wall slowly and we wind 
up playing no-wall handball. Soon there 
will be nothing left in the whole keyboard of 
sex, of deviationism, of narcotics; nothing 
with which these people can sate themselves. 
And then, by God, the sky will fallin. That’s 


how the sky fell on the Roman Empire and 
all kinds of civilisations before and since. 
Excuse me for going on like this—I feel as 
if I’m making a speech. 

Penthouse: Go right ahead. 

Alan Sherman: I’m thinking of England. I 
happen to be a great admirer of the late 
Winston Churchill, and I’m trying to figure 
out how, from this present generation, a new 
Churchill might emerge. I don’t think it’s 
possible—especially without discipline, with 
no line drawn, with no wall on the handball 
court. 

Penthouse: What about you; have you ever 
tried drugs—LSD? 

Alan Sherman: I have friends who have, 
under medical and psychiatric care and I 
have lots of friends who have under the care 
of some pusher. In my own case, I suppose 
I really believe I don’t need any form of out- 
side help. I think God turned on me when 
I was born. I have had the utmost excite- 
ment from ‘the perception of colours, of 
sounds, of every conceivable sensual thing. 
And I have no evidence that any of my 
perceptual faculties are leaving me. Some- 
times it’s almost painful how the sound of 
music can reach me, and the sight of a tree 
or a leaf or some lesser expression of the 
miracle of life. This goes on with me 24 
hours a day—it’s a tremendous saving on 
the cost of pot or LSD. 

Penthouse: How.do you equate the decline 
in sexual values with other aspects of con- 
temporary life? Š [continued overleaf 
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Alan Sherman: Oddly enough I believe the 
devaluation of love and sex has undermined 
the whole fabric of social morality. Some- 
body is profiting by this national lunacy. It’s 
rampant throughout the negro issue in the 
United States and I don’t know whether it’s 
your magazine or PLAYBOY or the people 
who manufacture LSD but somebody is 
profiting by it. Somebody is sitting back, 
very coolly, and saying, alright, now we'll 
sell another million rock ’n’ roll records or 
a million of this or a million of that. Some- 
body, somewhere is making money out of 
it. Somebody is doing the old fashioned 
thing of just simply making money. 
Penthouse: You mentioned PENTHOUSE and 
PLAYBOY as possibly profiting from the 
decline in public morality. Do you think 
magazines of this type are reflective of our 
times or do you feel that we are instrumental 
in precipitating or hastening the general 
decline? 

Alan Sherman: Neither. I think you have a 
very sane editorial policy; if anything, you’re 
reflective of your own time and it’s not for 
me to judge whether this is a good or bad 
thing. I was looking through PENTHOUSE last 
night and I was really astounded by one 
thing. It occurred to be that there are 
probably more girls willing to pose naked 
than not. Do they do it strictly for the 
money—does the money make much differ- 
ence? 

Penthouse: "There are many reasons but 
money is probably the most important single 
factor. 

Alan Sherman: Do you mean you get a 
better class nude depending on the prices 
you pay? 

Penthouse: It’s a negotiable market. 

Alan Sherman: What I’m trying to get at is 
this—what would happen if you paid less— 
if you cut the figure in half—would you get 
a girl with only one breast? Do you get 
girls with smaller tits, or what? i 
Penthouse: It's the old story of getting what 
you pay for, although lots of girls are more 
interested in the publicity and nearly every 
girl who has appeared in PENTHOUSE thus 
far has had television, advertising, or screen 
offers as a result. It's rapidly becoming the 
“In” thing. 

Alan Sherman: My picture of the average 
Englishman is that he’s too sophisticated to 
go for such big boobs. In fact, I read some- 
where in a magazine that Americans are 
about to give up their breast fetish in 
favour of knees. 

Penthouse: How is that? 

Alan Sherman: I read it in a fashion 
magazine—it said next year’s clothing will 
reveal knees—it also said that Americans 
are sated up to their ears with breasts. I 
wonder where they got their information 
from. Can you imagine little pollsters going 
around from door to door and asking men 
quite seriously, “Excuse me, sir, but have 
you had your fill of breasts—and would you 
like to go on to something new, knees 
perhaps?” 

Penthouse: What do you think accounts for 
this mammalomania? 
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Alan Sherman: It’s probably some kind of 
an oral thing. Maybe if we all went back 
to the breasts we could give up smoking. 
Penthouse: Do you think mammalomania 
indicates a kind of lack of sexual sophistica- 
tion—particularly on the part of the 
American male? 

Alan Sherman: Not necessarily—I think it 
has more to do with insecurity. Not the 
insecurity of the American male as opposed 
to other men and other cultures but a general 
insecurity that effects all men and all nations. 
I also feel that there is no belief in tomorrow 
and that this is what lies behind much of the 
indiscriminate screwing or sexual inter- 
course or whatever you want to call it. 
Somebody has figured out how to harness 
this negativism and use it to convince 
everyone else that the world is coming to an 
end anyway. The sky is falling. Some 
Chicken Little—maybe even Chicken Little 
Hefner did it. I went to college with Hefner 
at the University of Illinois. He started a 
magazine there. Hefner and I discovered 
sex at the same time only I didn't know it 
was a magazine. I thought sex was a private 
thing. It never occurred to me that it was 
really a business and that people were 
making a lot of money out of it. I think a 
brilliant job has been done—convincing a 
whole generation that the sky is falling. 
Penthouse: Do you really believe the sky 
will fall—say within the next 10 to 20 years? 
Alan Sherman: Who knows? I know if it 
does fall we'll have to start all over again. 
You know the cartoon of the two monkeys 
in the tree—they see the mushroom cloud 
billowing up in the background and one 
monkey turns to the other and says, “АП 
right, Mabel, that does it, we'll have to 
start the whole Goddamned thing up again.” 
And that's the way it'll have to be. Maybe 
I’m just a hopeless idealist, but I think all 
kinds of things are going to happen—for 
example, I think we're going to discover that 
there are really people on Mars. 

Penthouse: Perhaps they’ll have similar 
problems of their own. 

Alan Sherman: Sure—maybe they’ll have 
their own version of PENTHOUSE. Maybe, 
instead of balloonlike breasts, the Martian 
women will have four little knobs on their 
knees. And that sort of thing knocks the 
hell out of a Martian man. He just loves to 
get down there and twist. He knows how 
to dial the very thing that makes Martian 
ladies all hot and crazy. 

Penthouse: There appears to be a general 
lessening of moral tension in the western 
world; a drifting toward amorality rather 
than moral decline. Most people believe 
that this is a phenomenon of the post-war 
period and that Europeans are progressing 
much more rapidly toward moral freedom 
than the Americans. This is a rather com- 
monplace attitude; we may be wrong, what 
do you think? 

Alan Sherman: I don’t know. I really know 
very little about continental morality. From 
my own limited experience—what I have 
seen with my own eyes and gathered from 
other people’s observations, ‘there is very 


little difference in social values and atutudes 
among the ordinary people. The last time I 
went back to the United States I went on a 
television show and advised everyone to 
come to Europe. I said, “For God’s sake, 
come over within the next five years because 
in five years’ time all of Europe will be the 
same as Philadelphia. It’s getting very 
Americanized over here, particularly in 
Britain, more so than the British or Europeans 
realize. It’s creeping up on them slowly and 
it takes an American to recognize the 
similarities—particularly when he finds them 
to be in conflict with his own preconceived 
dream of what Europe should be like. It’s 
sad, perhaps, but true. 

The last time I was here—about two years 
ago—I met a man by the name of John 
Bloom. I was taken to dinner with him. He 
seemed like a nice, pleasant, presentable 
man and I understood he was making a 
fortune selling four cubic foot refrigerators 
and giving away free vacations in Bulgaria. 
I don’t know what happened to him—I 
understand he went broke. But the point 
I’m trying to make is this: The British say 
that they mustn’t fall into the American way 
of making the refrigerator into a God—they 
mustn’t fall into that spiritless way of life. 
In other words, instead of regarding the 
refrigerator as a necessary item of domestic 
comfort in the Atomic Age they condemn it 
as a symbol of materialistic and guilt-ridden 
luxury. The fault lies, not with the common 
people who see refrigerators as rather simple 
machinery devised to save time and money, 
but with the old world hierarchy, the die- 
hard Britons and Europeans who control the 
purse strings and who regard anything 
American as an assault upon the charm and 
dignity of their old world way of life. Need- 
less to say these types have never worried 
about keeping their food fresh anyway. 

I don’t know whether Гт making myself 
understood. Let me say it again, in another 
way, until I say it clearly. I’ve been to 
gambling places in London and seen people 
making £500 bets on a single turn of a card. 
I was in the home of an associate producer 
of a television show that I did and she didn’t 
have a pot to make coffee with. She made 
it in an old Mason jar and her bathroom was 
down the hall. Now these two things don’t 
reconcile with each other. No matter how 
you hate American acquisitiveness or 
materialism, those two things still don’t 
reconcile with each other. I believe that the 
British and other Europeans have been 
brain washed for many years to accept the 
values of a small, privileged class without 
having the amenities of that class to practice 
their values with. I also believe that the time 
is almost here, if it’s not here already, when 
they won’t accept .that anymore even 
though, as a sop for their former acceptance, 
they’ve been given ‘easier bed rules. The 
so-called American way of life which seems 
to represent such a frightening image to 
Europeans is nothing more brash or com- 
plicated than that more people have more 
of the things that make life easier and more 
pleasurable. National [continued on page 71 
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t isn’t often that nature defies the laws of gravity to assemble in 
one tender and feminine creature the classical visage and sensual pul- 
chritude evident in our Pet-of-the-Month, Gerrie Adler. She is a rarity in 
the Lolita syndrome, a nymphet with a woman’s mind combined with a 
child’s innocence that is undeterred, undamaged and untouched by the 
materialistic and jaundiced world about her. She is all female and her 
personality is a combination of the infinite whims and fluctuations of 
her fancies—a thing inconstant and ever changeable. Gerrie hates deceit, 
cannot bear sham or hypocrisy in others and doesn’t tolerate it in herself 
either. She functions easily within a vast society of acquaintances, but 
chooses her friends with great care. Boys and men fill her life but she 
has the ability and acumen to separate the two. 

In the kitchen, she is a consumate artist and at the drop of a suggestion, 
can whip up real Cantonese cooking. She is completely in her element 
when serving a dinner for six—to six friends scattered around her studio 
on colourful pillows, clicking away with chopsticks. If any of her guests 
can’t use chopsticks they can get their pressed duck elsewhere. 

Gerrie has a cat called Symantha and a canary called Fuzz whom she 
dotes upon. A typical Gerrie-ism is: “Isurround myself with illogical people 
because they are the only ones who can understand my special madness 
without attempting to judge me. I even prefer illogical cats, and Symantha 
is the zaniest cat I’ve ever encountered, she even makes friends with 
mice.” She further flippants: “I type with one hand, and talk with two, 
that is, usually in French. I need both hands to get my point across. I 
speak French with a real Parisian accent. I went to school for seven years 
in a beautiful convent just outside Paris. 

At 18, Gerrieis a fledgling bird on the Chelsea scene and seen everywhere 
she is. She lives well on a private income, has no need to work, but is an 
actress by ambition. She lives above a launderette on the King’s Road 
with two other girls, a secretary and a designer, in a large, old, artist’s 
studio. A small bedroom sleeps two and the rule of the house is that the 
odd girl out, or the last girl in, sleeps on the studio divan. Four nights 
out of every week this is usually Gerrie and, of course, Sam le chat. 

Gerrie rises when the spirit moves her, takes two hours to organise herself, 
feeds her animals and plunges out into the real world. With an assortment 
of photographs tucked under her arm, she trudges from photographers to 
agencies to agents. The reward of these endeavours is slowly beginning 
to materialize. She had an important screen test not long ago and is 
looking for something good to develop from it. 

We followed her around the studio with a coffee cup in her hand 
recording for all time the bon mots which fell from her lips with a ridicu- 
lous ease. She has the facility of doing everything at once, drinking coffee, 
brushing her hair, doing her eyes, changing her dress, juggling her nine 
pairs of nylons (out of which she found two without runs), and keeping 
up an animated flow of intelligent chatter. 

“Where were you born?” we queried. “In a taxi,” said Gerrie, “between 
7s. and 7s. 6d. on the meter going from Chelsea to St Mary Abbot 
Hospital. I came into the world with a rush and I’ve never stopped.” 
She buttered two pieces of toast, slammed one into her half-open mouth 
and the other into mine and went gaily on. “Some girls need to rationalize 
their need for love. 1 only need fulfillment and 1 have no inhibitions or 
compulsions about it. My sex drive is a strong, clean, uncluttered affair. 
I have to know people, particularly men, from the inside out before I 
consider letting them into a little corner of my life. If a man tries to 
possess me too quickly, 1 slip away like a frightened mouse.” At this 
point she slipped away from us like a frightened mouse to the bedroom 
where she studied the effects her beauty preparations were making on 
her visage, and hardly catching her breath plunged on—‘‘People are 
mirrors or windows, I think, some see only reflections of themselves but 
others you can see straight through to the other side. I’m still a mirror, 
but I hope to be a window one day.” 

She grabbed her coat, dashed out of the studio, down the stairs, past 
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the launderette with us at her heels, pencil and pad, scribbling madly. 
She jumped into a '61 Mini and with a final laugh said, “Let's face it, 
baby, everything in life is half kidding and half real and it’s up to us to 
find out which is which.” She blew us a kiss and disappeared into the 
morning traffic leaving us to ponder the conundrum she posed. To know 
Gerrie is to love her. 


| MISS GERRIE ADLER/PENTHOUSE PET-OF-THE-MONTH 
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EDITED BY PERCY SAYMAN 


There was a young girl from Dundee A young violinist from Rio 

Who was had by an ape їп a tree Was seducing a lady named Cleo 
The result was most horrid As she stepped from her panties 
all nose and no forehead She said, “No andantes; 

Three eyes and a purple goatee I want this allegro con brio.” 


A careful young maiden named Hall The mathematician Von Blecks 
Was the guest at a birth-control ball. Devised an equation for sex 
She went loaded with pessaries Having proved by deduction 
And other accessories— there’s nought to seduction 

But no one approached her at all! But a function of Y over X. 


There once was a harlot called Gail The Dean undressed with heaving breast 
Whose price was tattooed on her tail; A fair young maid to try on, 

While on her behind, He thought it lewd 

For the sake of the blind, to do it nude 

It was carefully written in Braille. So he kept his old school tie on. 


There was a young lady named Hilda, 
Who went for a walk with a builder. 

He knew that he could, 

That he should and he would 

So he did — and pretty near killed her! 
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Е ENGLAND’S MEDICAL MEN BECOME 

organized and unionized like their American 
fraternal brothers, socialized medicine will 
give way to cash on the позе. In the 
U.S.A. almost every doctor has a Cadillac— 
proof that there is compensation for the 
emphasis on materialism. Patients have even 
been turned away from hospitals or dis- 
charged prematurely because their credit was 
doubtful, their resources depleted, their 
families, friends and employers had aban- 
doned them or decided to write them off as 
bad risks. 


Looking in the dim “sick” sick world of 
the future, Norman Thaddeus Vane contem- 
plates the bleak future with another one of 
his black One Act Parables of our time 
Scene: A hospital room in “Our Lady of 
Tooting Beck Hospital” А middle-aged 
gentleman, Mr Goldbladder lies uncom- 
fortably in bed, studying a bill. 


DOCTOR 
(With an ingratiating smile) Well, 
Goldbladder, and how are you today? 


Mr 
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CASH 
ON 
DELIVERY 


by Norman Thaddeus Vane 


GOLDBLADDER 
Terrible, doctor. Worse. I'm looking at 
your bill. 
DOCTOR 


I'm afraid the X-ray shows you need that 
operation urgently. 
GOLDBLADDER 
How much was the X-ray? 
DOCTOR 
£5 for the negative, 30/- for the technician 
and 10/- for each print. 


GOLDBLADDER 

Oh, my God, it gets worse every day— 
DOCTOR 

(Sympathetically) There, there. A good over- 
draft will fix you right up. The main 
question as far as “Our Lady of Tooting 
Beck Hospital” is concerned is—can you 
afford this operation? We're having all your 
references checked now. 

GOLDBLADDER 
(Tremulously) How much—will the opera- 
tion cost? 

DOCTOR 

Well, let's see—the operation itself will vary 
between £80 and £160, depending on the 
number of incisions, the length and depth 
of the scars and most important of all, how 
many hours it will take. If you prefer, you 
can have the whole operation charged by 
the hour with a minimum of four hours, of 
course, at a basic fee of £20 per hour. A lot 
of people prefer it that way and you can 
also save quite a bit—if you're lucky. But 
it's a little chancy, I mean if the operation 
becomes complicated and you're on the 


table for 9, 10 or 11 hours, your total 
bill could be well over £160. And remember, 
that anything over eight hours is time-and-a- 
half for overtime. 
GOLDBLADDER 
Overtime? 
DOCTOR 
Anything over eight hours on the table is 
£30 an hour, plus extras. 
GOLDBLADDER 
Extras? Isn’t the operation all in? 
DOCTOR 
Oh, no, of course not. They never are any 
more. This isn’t National Health you 
know, this is a business and we have big 
overheads. 
GOLDBLADDER 
What kind of extras, doctor? 
DOCTOR 
Oh, just little things like 30/- an hour each 
nurse in attendance. You should have at 
least three or four for a complex operation 
like yours, but I suppose if you’re a bit hard 
up we could try it with, say two. But it 
makes it a bit risky. Now which operating 
theatre did you want, the large one or the 
small private one? 
GOLDBLADDER 
Explain the difference. 
DOCTOR 
Well, the large one is a bit cheaper because 
you have two dozen students watching at 5/- 
a head which is deducted from your bill, 
but the small one has the benefit of privacy. 
But it is rather more expensive. 
GOLDBLADDER 
Let me live with that a while, please— 
DOCTOR 
Of course, we don’t have to sign contracts 
till youre ready. You just relax—at £10 a 
day—and make up your mind. 
GOLDBLADDER 
#10 a day? But I’m a very sick man. If I 
don’t have the operation soon I may pass 
оп— 
DOCTOR 
Oh, the next 48 hours aren't critical, just 
crucial. 
GOLDBLADDER ` 
My God, I’m going bankrupt—(looking at 
the bill). In addition to #10 a day, I got 
charges for. change of linen, towels, lights, 
heat, aspirin, etc. My head is swimming, 
How much do you reckon, Doctor, I can get 
out of this whole operation for—conserv- 
atively? 
DOCTOR 
Oh, you should make it for £275 easily, plus 
your daily bill. 
GOLDBLADDER 
This daily bill is killing me, I mean all these 
extra charges I hadn’t counted on. 
DOCTOR 
These are all EMA approved prices. 
GOLDBLADDER 
£3 a day for food? 
DOCTOR 
That is the expensive menu, you could have 
had the cheaper one, which is 10/- less a day. 
GOLDBLADDER 
If one is going to have the last supper, it 
should be on the good menu. 


DOCTOR 
I couldn’t agree more. 


GOLDBLADDER 

But look at all these other items, enema 
15/-, temperature 3/- a day, three times a 
day! Pulse and respiration 5/- a day, 
bedpans 10/- a visit, consultations £5. 
Nobody consulted me! Where were these 
consultations held? 


DOCTOR 
Oh, in my office. 
GOLDBLADDER 
Why wasn’t I invited to sit in? 


DOCTOR 
That’s an extra £5. 


GOLDBLADDER 
Oh, my God, my heart is palpitating like 
mad. Injections, each shot £2. 
DOCTOR 
They used to be £3. Special reduction this 
week. 


GOLDBLADDER 
Pills, tablets, medicines, ear drops, eye drops, 
tonics, ointments, telephone calls. 


DOCTOR 
Only 6d, what are you complaining about? 


GOLDBLADDER 

It’s 3d outside. 

DOCTOR 
We only charged you half price on your 
urine test and the X-ray on the bladder was 
done in your room instead of the testing 
laboratory, which saved you £4. 
(Nurse comes in with a letter, the Doctor 
reads it. Mr Goldbladder moans and turns 
uncomfortably.) 

DOCTOR 
(Icily) Well, this is very serious. Your 
cheque, Mr Goldbladder, I’m sorry to 
inform you, was returned by your bank for 
insufficient funds. 


GOLDBLADDER 
What? But what about my overdraft? 
DOCTOR 
Your bank manager refused it. 
GOLDBLADDER 
You'll have to give me credit then, until 
after the operation. 
DOCTOR 
We insist on payment before a scalpel is 
raised, you know that as well as I. 
GOLDBLADDER 
Give me until 30 days after the operation. 
Гуе always paid my bills— 
DOCTOR 
To tell you the truth, your credit references 
aren't that good— 
GOLDBLADDER 
Why can't we do it on the HP? I can put 
20 per cent down— 
DOCTOR 
No, we'll need at least half. Do you have 
any guarantors? 
GOLDBLADDER 
My boss at the factory, Mr Iving Katzman— 
he’ll do it. 
DOCTOR 
I hate to tell you this, Mr Goldbladder, but 
Mr Katzman in answer to our letter has 
come to the conclusion that you are a poor 


risk to recover and he does not put money 
in speculative investments. 


GOLDBLADDER 
(Horrified) You mean—he’s putting me 
down as a total loss? 


DOCTOR 
Not total, but doubtful. 


GOLDBLADDER 
After all the years I’ve given to him. What 
about my wife? 
DOCTOR 
She’s in the South of France, can’t be 
reached—or perhaps she doesn't want to be 
reached. 
GOLDBLADDER 
I see. Гт worth more to her dead than 
alive. 
DOCTOR 
That’s the insurance business. 
GOLDBLADDER 
I almost forgot, my Blue Cross health plan— 
DOCTOR 
It’s lapsed. 
GOLDBLADDER 
How much do they want to renew? 
DOCTOR 
In your present condition? A fortune. 
GOLDBLADDER 
(Pathetically) Maybe—it’s cheaper to die.... 
DOCTOR 
Not necessarily. 
GOLDBLADDER 
(Softly)—What do you mean? 
DOCTOR 
There's draining of the blood charge, morgue 
expenses, embalming, cosmetician and of 
course, even the simplest funeral costs— 
and I doubt if you can get one with your 
credit references. 
GOLDBLADDER 
The only thing left is to go on living, but I 
can’t stand the pain. 
DOCTOR 
I can let you have a bottle of—strychnine. 
But if we inject it, there will be a £10 charge, 
but we do insist on you лог expiring on 
hospital grounds. 
GOLDBLADDER 
І can’t even afford that. ... 
DOCTOR . 
I’m sorry, but you’ll have to vacate this 
room, by tonight, your down payment only 
carried you up till 12 noon today. This 
isn’t a hotel, you know. We have lots more 
people with good credit references just dying 
to get in. 


GOLDBLADDER 
(Wearily, resigned, getting up) ГП go, give 
те a chance. ... (He starts dressing, a tired, 


beaten, old man.) Oh, for the good old days 
of socialized medicine— 
DOCTOR 

Don’t give me any of that reactionary 
nonsense. You have to keep up with pro- 
gress, you know. (At the door) Sister! 
Mr Goldbladder is leaving, wheel in that 
next client. And for God sake, don’t take 
any more cheques! 

(Music comes up loudly from the Hospital 
Ballroom as the Scene dissolves into infinity .. . 
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“I assume there's an explanation for all this!” 
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THE LION THAT HAD B.O. 


A FABLE OF OUR TIME BY JONATHAN CLEMENTS 


IGHT AFTER LOVELESS NIGHT A BOLD 
N: virile lion would slink into his 

lady’s boudoir, plant a deep and 
dashing kiss upon her lips, wrap a lusty arm 
around her feline charms, then reel back 
stunned as the lioness caught him one on 
the button with a spiteful paw. 

“Oh, not tonight, Augustus,” said the 
lioness, as she slipped into a reverse cringe. 
“I have a headache, the mood’s not upon me, 
the time of the month is cruel. Do me a 
favour... .” 

High into the jungle air Augustus pounced; 
a mobile study of frustration, roaring his 
blues for all to hear. His truelove Isobel 
watched his performance with a wry smile, 
and, when at last he landed, inquired: 

“Besides, are you sure you're doing all you 
can about personal freshness?” 

Along to his doctor the next morning 
Augustus trooped, sad of eye and musty of 
pore, determined to solve the mystery of 
Isobel’s frigidity. 

“There’s something wrong with my wife’s 
nose,” growled the lion. “She's under the 
impression that I smell like a mean опе.” 

The doctor gripped his own nose tight and 
replied: “Yes, but are you sure you're doing 
all you can about personal freshness?” 

Whereupon Augustus gave vent to an out- 
raged roar, and bit off the doctor’s tactless 
head. And, although such fiery revenge 
tasted sweet, there lingered in the lion’s mind 
a shaft of doubt. 

“Do J,” thought Augustus solemnly, 
“odoriferate.” 


To find out the truth of the matter, 
Augustus decided to take a public opinion 


poll on the subject. The first animal he 
stopped to question was a wolf, who 
happened to be in the advertising game, and 
was thus somewhat rhetoric in speech. 

“Tell me,” said Augustus. “Does ту 
breath smell a mite uncomely?” 

In a visible swoon the sweet-talking wolf 
replied, “Nay! Far from it, O noble king 
of beasts! Your odour is as sweet as a 
sudden Springtime breeze, as honeyed as the 
air in apple-blossom time. Such a rare 
nectar would, if bottled, indeed coin a 
mint... .” 

Snap, snap, went Augustus the Поп when 
he realised that the wolf was laying it on 
too thick. Gasp, gasp, went the wolf as he 
let go of life and drifted away to the gates 
of Hell. 

Next the truth-seeking lion waylaid an 
idealistic young marmoset and inquired 
after the quality of his odour. 

“Well,” said the marmoset, “if you must 
know, you smell rather like the sewer system 
of Aldgate East at high noon on a Summer’s 
day. Nothing personal, of course—” 

“Of course,” said Augustus as he tore the 
marmoset to fragments. “Nothing per- 
sonal... .” 

Travelling on some, the bloodthirsty lion 
encountered a zebra, who, noting the lion’s 
rage, laid low on the earth and posed as a 
pedestrian crossing. 

“Get up!” said Augustus. “Get up and 
inhale a whiff of my virile perfume!” 


“Oh, yes, very kinky,” said the zebra, 
resisting the urge to expectorate. “What do 
you call it—aftersweat lotion?” 

And lo, another tombstone was raised 
high in the legendary zebra graveyard. 
Simultaneously night fell, preventing 
Augustus from annihilating all the species 
of wildlife in the area. Off the lion plodded 
for home. 

When at last he staggered into his lady’s 
boudoir, Augustus went wearily through his 
amatory routine; crooning low a Donne 
love lyric, planting a deep and dashing kiss 
upon Isobel’s lips, wrapping a lustful paw 
around her feline charms, then reeling back 
stunned as he espied a fox beneath the bed- 
clothes, sublimely sampling the erotic 
goodies thereunder. 

“Forsooth !” bellowed the lion. “Or even 
fivesooth! What kind of interanimal extra- 
marital extravagance is this?” 

“I only came to read the meter,” said the 
fox, as upon his frail body the lion leapt. 
Quickly locking the fox’s arm into a half- 
nelson, Augustus said: 

“You’ve got just one chance to save your 
skin, small-fry. Tell me, and clear up this 
mystery once and for all—do I smell a mite 
too strong?” 

The fox cast a wily eye at the lion and 
confessed: “You know what, king? Yester- 
day I caught one hell of a headcold—now I 
can’t smell a goddam thing!” 

MORAL: /n times of peril, when the dice 
are loaded against you and the chances 
are you're going to be cut up — shut up. 
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THE ЗНАЗЗУ LOOK 


Fashion by Mike Ward|Photography by Richard Stirling 


PENTHOUSE 


The “Shaggy Look” is modelled by this month’s guest personality Buster Meikle, lead singer and song writer of the Unit Four Plus Two. 
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Despite the keen interest in fur coats shown by 17th century mods 
when Peter the Great arrived in London in 1698, the British male has never 
accepted fur as a fabric suitable for exterior wear. From time to 
time fur collars and occasionally cuffs have found acceptability, 
as in the case of Astrakan. In the main, however, fur has always been 
considered more suitable as lining for coats, boots and gloves, or 
to give warmth to one’s favourite Pet. 

During the past few years the trend has been gradually developing towards 
textured fabrics. Latest on the scene is the “shaggy look” which 
is exemplified in this overcoat produced in Acrylan by the 
Borg Company. It features warmth without weight—weighs a теге 
two pounds against 14 pounds, the normal weight of a coat 
this size. Designed for the “space age,” it has completed its tests, is off 
the top secret list and is currently available from 
Woollands, Knightsbridge, at 164 gns. 
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ОМС BEFORE ENGLAND AMASSED AN EMPIRE 
in a fit of absent-mindedness, she with- 
stood and assimilated successive ways of 
` invaders. What is needed today is for some- 
one to chronicle and assess the incredible 
onslaught on the British palate which has 
taken place in the last decade and a half. 

No European capital can match London 
in the cosmopolitanism of its eating. It is 
as if, with the dwindling of Empire, we have 
gathered into our fold all the cuisines of the 
world. The sun may have set on most of 
the Empire but we have Kashmiri Chicken, 
Sweet Sour Pork and Transylvanian Suck- 
ling Pig to sweeten our decline. 

The gastronomic invaders came in waves. 
Just after the War Greek and Turkish 
Cypriots enjoyed a stranglehold on eating 
out. They served the largest and greasiest 
potato chips, attractive fare for a ration- 
ridden public, and seemed to have cornered 
the market in juicy cavalry steaks. Moussaka 
was a household word and I remember many 
a satisfying and faintly clandestine meal 
provided by some blue-chinned Harry Lime 
of the “abattoirs.” 

French cooking survived feebly, severely 
inhibited by the dearth'of good ingredients 
and the growing senility of its exponents. 
The few Chinese cooks made do with Maggi 
Sauce and Bisto (some provincial Chinese 
restaurants still practice these vices) and 
there was even a sad little Russian restaurant 
in Soho complete with tarnished samovars 
and murals of sleigh rides in the snow. 

The arrival of the espresso coffee machine, 
“sensa vapore,” opened the floodgates to 
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the Italian invasion and heralded the era of 
the Trattoria—still with us. I remember a 
time when the only decent Italian food could 
be obtained from a small restaurant near 
Holborn where a lovely plump lady provided 
a pasta haven for visiting Italians in London. 
“Trattoria” is now a household word and 
thousands of Chianti bottles converted into 
reading lamps light the evening papers in 
suburbia. 

All this time the wily Indians and Pakis- 
tanis were infiltrating and at the last count 
there were more than 300 curry outposts in 
London alone. But you have to hand it to 
the Chinese when it comes to a major 
offensive: recent statistics reveal that 31 per 
cent of the population of the U.K. have 
sampled Chinese cooking at one time or 
another. | 

Italian catering had some bad moments 
at the start. At one point every newly 
arrived Calabrian washer-up seemed to 
carry a chef’s ladle in his carpet bag. The 
result was a rash of phoney trattorias where 
vast quantities of tomato sauce covered up 
plain bad cooking. 

Traditional Italian cuisine is of Greek and 
Roman origin with a cough of Byzantium 
and the Orient thrown in. Few realize that 
the foundations of French “haute-cuisine” 
were laid by the Florentine cooks of 
Catherine de Medeci who brought an army 
of gesticulating chefs to the French court 
when she married the Dauphin of France in 
the 16th century. 

In fact, as any discriminating visitor to 
Italy knows, there is more to Italian cooking 
than pasta and tomato sauce. And in 
London today, there are Italian restaurants 
where it is possible to enjoy a meal as good 
as any in the country of origin. 

No one has done more to up-grade Italian 
cooking in England than those two self- 
made restauranteurs, Mario and Franco, 
who are the padroni of the Tiberio and 
Terraza restaurants. 

La Terraza (19 Romilly Street, Soho) 18 
one of the most gregarious and distinctive 
Italian restaurants in London. It is run with 
flair but never at the expense of the food. 
It is one of my favourite lunchtime haunts 
and thoroughly unaffected by the draconian 
measures against expense account eating. 

As for the Tiberio (22 Queen Street, 
Маујату the old Emperor, no mean gourmet 
himself, would feel quite at home there. Nor 
would he require his resident squad of food 
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tasters who checked each dish meticulously 
for poison. 

The décor is cool and relaxing. Water 
trickles down walls paved with seven tons 
of Vesuvian lava. Vaulted white ceilings and 
green tiled floors make an attractive setting 
for those who like to take their time choos- 
ing from a menu of over 300 dishes. 

The spacious kitchens are situated behind 
a vast expanse of red-tinted one-way glass. 
The staff can't see out into the restaurant but 
diners can observe the delightful mime by 
some 15 uniformed chefs engaged in the 
ritual of cooking. It takes a lot of courage 
to put your entire kitchen on display and I 
presume that chefs have been briefed not to 
spit into the fat, Orwell-style. 

Mario and Franco are an integral part of 
the scene, the former glowing with the 
roguish high spirits of a Neapolitan “scug- 
nazzo,” the latter, a bespectacled perfec- 
tionist who looks as if he “just detected a bit 
of eggshell in his zabaglione.” 

The Tiberio is not a cheap restaurant. Be 
prepared to spend at least £6 for two—as 
much as £10 for a really fancy-free selection. 
There is, however, a daily plat du jour for 
15/-. That way, for a minimum charge of 
21/- you can enjoy a most satisfactory lunch. 
At the day of writing, the plat du jour was 
Gigot d'Agneau with trimmings. q 

The Tiberio specializes in late night supper 
dances and you would be well advised to 
book for these. Celebrity voyeurs and name 
droppers can be assured of a gala night, 
what with the Snowdons, Frank Sinatra, 
Peter Sellers and many other personalities 
among the regular patrons of the establish- 
ment. 

1 don't propose to make your mouth 
water over some 300 specialities, but here 
is a typical selection. Start either with a 
sea-food salad of baby octopus and scampi 
in an oil and lemon dressing, a Sinatra 
favourite, or with Soffieti all Serpentario, 
poached quennelles of pike in a lobster and 
tarragon sauce. For the adventurous, frog's 
legs in hazel butter comes as a tasty gamble 
and there is an artichoke fantasy of the Chef 
which is quite delicious. 1 like the Zuppa 
de Cozze, a soup of fresh mussels done the 
Neapolitan way with lots of garlic, tomatoes 
and chopped parsley. Or try a plate of 
Venetian style oysters baked in the shell 
with a sabayon sauce that wouldn't dismay 
a purist. 

Follow with one of the many excellent 


pasta dishes. At the Tiberio I finally 
tracked down that elusive dish, spaghetti 
with meatballs, so beloved of Americans. I 
liked the Tagliatelle alla Finanziera, noddles 
with a sauce of ham, tongue, tomatoes, 
truffles and mushrooms and both the 
Canneloni and the Lasagna are to be recom- 
mended. The Timballo alla Siracusa is 
an opulent pasta dish—a mould of baked 
macaroni with “delectables”” (to quote the 
menu) wrapped in aubergines. 

Sea-food is good as might be expected 
from a restaurant with strong Southern 
Italian associations. Calamari alla Luciana, 
baby inkfish in a highly flavoured sauce 
makes a robust and tasty dish. There is an 
aromatic Roman fish soup and the menu 
boast “angry young lobster butter-broiled” 
and served with a garlic mayonnaise. Main 
courses include Stuffed Suckling Pig and 
Coscetta “Crassus,” roast. Appian lamb 
with honey and red currant sauce. The 
latter dish will serve a party of four. 

Spit-roasted tiny quails with Roman salad 
should be ravished by hand and make a 
surprisingly succulent mouthful for a bird 
that size. For a pair of dedicated carnivores, 
a Florentina di Manzo, charcoal broiled, 
double-rib steak with Choron Sauce con- 
stitutes a protein orgy of imperial propor- 
tions. The Ossobuco alla Lombarda, one of 
my favourites, is very good, if you like 
knuckle of veal. | 

Full marks for {һе luxurious selection of 
15 vegetables with special awards for the 
Zucchine or baby marrows and aubergine 
done the Parma way, i.e. interleaved with 
mozzarella cheese and baked. There are six 
remarkable salads to choose from including 
the exotic “heart of palm” and if you have 
room left for a sweet, try the fine Almond 
Cake or the Positano oranges cooked whole 
in a syrup flavoured with liquers and strips 
of “zest.” 

As might be expected there is a massive 
wine list. I stuck to Italian wine and would 
like to recommend the Sangiovese Fazi 
Battaglia, a claret-type red with a delicate 
bouquet so frequently absent from Italian 
wines. 

Go to the Tiberio in a spirit of abandoned 
self indulgence. It is a chic, gay, crowded 
and surprisingly intimate for a restaurant on 
this scale. Mario and Franco have set a 
seal of quality on everything that passes your 
lips, and you won't regret your fivers. 


The word “erotic” is ambiguous: always enticing, yet to the hypocritically prudish suggestive 

of all the vices. In Japan, however, it refers to love, a love which is not—as some types of 

romanticism have suggested—separated from sexual love but at one with it. There is no sense 

of sin, none of the complexes, repressions or inhibitions, nor the insidious lewdness of 18th 

century Europe. All is healthy and open, and society intervenes only to maintain order and 

balance in the passions unleashed among теп and women of an active and powerful— sometimes 
even violent—nature. 
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Si HAGAN 


by Charles Grosbois 


HUNGA, IN JAPANESE, MEANS IMAGES OF SPRING: EROTIC, SENSUAL PICTURES THAT FORM A PART OF THE TREASURY OF JAPANESE ART. THAT 
5 these elements exist, in painting and especially in prints, will surprise only those who still believe in the myth of the impassive East. When 
an АЫ we speak of painting we do not refer to the crude and vulgar pictures sold secretly in Europe as in the Far East, aimed at the repressed 
AN Ev) and devitalized. The greatest Japanese painters have produced erotic albums in abundance. These are works of art placed on the same 
SIS level as others, without the slightest censure from even such an authoritarian and fastidious government as the Bakufu (except during its 
rare fits of prudery, as short-lived as they were ineffective). 

The existence of this state of affairs arouses speculation. To some people it will seem that since eroticism is human it must be characteristic of all 
civilizations. They can adduce such examples as Greek eroticism, in which the pleasures of the flesh and of the mind are combined in the cult of beauty, 
and the gods set every kind of example, disposing men and women towards a sexuality without complexes; or eroticism in Roman times, more imbued 
with the influences of the east and the mystery religions but perfectly normal, even in its wildest excesses; or the sacramentalized eroticism of the Hindu 
temples, which is sometimes thought to be the origin of the cults of Dionysus and Osiris. They can cite the sexual repressions of Christianity—a 
commonplace of history that still needs its interpreter and a comparison of the precept with the reality. They can point to the sudden growth of 
eroticism in the Renaissance; the nude figures of the school of Fontainebleau; the dalliances of the gods of the Palazzo Farnese castigated by La 
Bruyére; the very odd works produced by Titian for the private pleasure of Charles V; the Cabinets secrets du Parnasse, where Ronsard, Baif, du 
Bellay, Jodelle, Malherbe and his pupils, and Mathurin Régnier were in the habit of meeting; then La Fontaine himself and the libertines of the 
17th century. Representations of love in 18th-century France, for instance, with their more or less obvious allusions and crudenesses, and the Memoirs 
of the time, among which those by Gourdan occupy an important place, would all help elucidate the many and varied meanings of eroticism. The 
examples in France would end-up with some of the ribaldries of Victor Hugo or Alfred de Musset, Baudelaire’s banned pieces, and Verlaine’s brochure 
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“Women” (printed secretly and not on sale anywhere, it says on the 
frontispiece). This series of instances is more or less confined to France, 
but could be paralleled in whatever country one happens to be. But if the 
analysis is extended beyond representations or descriptions of activities 
it will soon be seen that all this human sexuality is not simply for the 
satisfying of an animal instinct but contains feelings, ideas, religions, and 
beliefs as well as a shifting social evalu- 
ation of amorous relationships. The words 
used, in the approximation. that is all 
translation can give them, do not have 
the same psychological resonance in differ- 
ent languages and fundamental differences 
will be found to underline superficial 
similarities. Generalizations and, even 
more, easy comparisons must therefore 
be avoided. 

This is the frame of mind in which 
Japanese erotic pictures must be ap- 
proached. 

The Mother Goddess, full-breasted and 
with legs apart, is already to be found in 
the primitive terracotta statuettes of the 
Jomon period. The phallic cult was the 
most common. Although in 1872 the 
Tokyo Government ordered the suppres- 
sion of these cults, both to abolish 
primitivism and to avoid upsetting the 
prejudices of squeamish foreigners, the 
deep beliefs of the people have not 
changed. “The fearless innocence of the 
Japanese does not flinch before any form 
of realism,” writes Revon in his work on 
the Shinto. 

D. а. Ashton and B. H. Chamberlain, 
the translators of the Nihonji and the 
Kojiki, adopt and clarify the views held 
by Japanese specialists such as Motoori 
and Hirata. They recognize the phallus 
of heaven in the celestial lance which first 
brought fertility to the earth. They find 
its emblem in the pillars at the end of the 
balustrades of numerous bridges, on the 
top of which is a sort of bulbous object 
in wood or in bronze. The ritual fire- 
lighter is also a phallic symbol: cotton waste between two boards 
containing the source of the light: the rubbing together of these forest 
elements brings about the conception of fire, the mysterious fire 
that devoured the mother in the myth of Izanami. The penis (Ama) is 
found in the name of the blacksmith god Ama-Tsu-Maru, servant and 
master of iron and of the fire making the Sun’s lance. And the rai-tsui, 
the thunderbolt bludgeons of the excavations, are very much more 
phallic symbols than weapons of war. | 

In the shade of the famous temples, along the pilgrim roads, and in 
front of the innumerable shops, there stand the tanuki, polecats, nearly 
six feet high, whose adventures, misdeeds, and pranks have frequently 
been described in popular tales. Their huge genitals hang down to the 
ground, testifying to their procreative powers. Small versions are on sale 
for the use of the faithful. 

The Reverend Mr Griffiths, in his work on the Religions of Japan, 
noted the existence of a phallic cult throughout the entire Japanese 
archipelago. It is, he observed, the backbone of Shintoism, and he 
acknowledged the innocent character of the cult. On all occasions when 
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he had been present, he added, he had never had any reason to doubt 
the sincerity of the worshippers. Nor had he ever had any reason to see 
in the cult anything but an attempt on the part of man to solve the 
mystery of being and power. In 1907 Revon said of the phallic cult: 
“It is intermediate between the worship of the animal world and that of 
the human world. From the beginning man has found it proper and noble 
to admire the phenomenon of generation, 
which is nature's greatest work. He deifies 
this mysterious life force, which satisfies 
powerful instincts, preserves the continuity 
of the race, and renews everything on the 
earth: its fruits, its herds, its harvests, and 
man himself.” 

In his work Manners and Customs of 
Japan, B. H. Chamberlain cites the treatise 
entitled Important Precepts for Woman by 
Kaibara, a moralist of the 18th century. 
A few extracts will suffice to give us a clear 
idea of it: “If, through excess of affection, 
the parents of a young girl have allowed 
her to become wilful, she will inevitably 
be capricious in her husband's house and 
alienate his affection. If the father-in-law 
is a man of principle the burden will seem 
intolerable to her. She will hate and 
blame her father-in-law and it will all 
end in her being sent away from her hus- 
band's home covered with shame. A 
virtuous character is more precious to a 
woman than a beautiful face. The heart 
of the vicious woman is always angry, she 
looks savagely around her; her rages, hard 
words, and common accent, her words of 
disparagement and mockery quench all the 
qualities necessary: sweetness, obedience, 
chastity, compassion, and calmness.” 

Among the prohibitions, mention might 
be made of those that concern all contact 
with another man, all friendship or inti- 
macies with anyone at all, lasciviousness 
and jealousy, consultations with clair- 
voyants or fortune-tellers, ostentatiousness 
in hair style or clothing, disobedience, and 
scandal-mongering. The penalty for 
breaking these prohibitions was divorce or repudiation pure and simple. 
The wife is a frugal housewife, the mother of the children who will 
support the family, boys being preferred to girls. The husband is the all- 
powerful lord “who is heaven itself” and to whom everything is permiss- 
ible. His wife is literally nothing but his “shadow,” and if her husband 
is dissolute she can do no more than try to reason with him discreetly. 

It must be emphasized that this harsh code was not so rigorously 
enforced in the lower classes of society and among the peasants, but it 
retained its full power in families of note and among those whom newly 
acquired wealth had raised, at least in appearance, to a higher rank. 

There certainly were other manuals for young wives of a much less 
austere character, in which the acts of love were duly explained and 
which contained a sort of outline of the art of holding a husband by 
sensual means. In them, nevertheless, total obedience remained the 
essential virtue. 

The sacrifice of the woman, whose merit consisted in hardly more than 
looking. after the house and producing children, had as a corollary the 
freedom of the man. This freedom was the greater because he had not 
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himself chosen the wife and in most cases encountered with her nothing 
but trivial domestic annoyances, a mild sexual attraction, a house whose 
cleanliness did not compensate for its ordinariness, and dreary conversa- 
tion that was hardly likely to stimulate the imagination—in fine, unrelieved 
boredom. 

The Japanese male has always remained the same. His sensuality was 
always on the alert, and he had a taste for the pleasures of the flesh that 
the recent troubles had only increased, a pressing need for amorous 
adventures and even love; he was attracted to beauty—the beauty of 
women, the beauty of the materials clothing her, of the background in 
which she lived, of the talents she exercised in all the realms of art and 
of literature. 

There is another factor that should not be underestimated. The man 
frequenting the pleasure districts had money, honestly or dishonestly 
acquired. He considered himself wealthy; he could imitate the manners 
of the privileged classes and imagine he had reached a higher rank when 
he too had sampled the luxury of celebrated courtesans. It was probably 
an illusion, but it is an illusion that is sustained by the equality of all men 
in such a place, whatever their origin. The samurai were not better 
received than the chonin, and sword thrusts were not tolerated by a 
vigilant police. 

How could this manifold attraction be resisted, of sexuality and feeling, 
of escape from everyday life, of the temptations of pride and vanity? 

There were other ways out as well as the red-light districts for those 
who were trying to escape. It is remarkable that while the merchants and 
craftsmen earned plenty of money they also improved their minds. The 
great State universities were closed to them, but a large number of private 
schools and teachers spread Japanese culture. This is one of the basic 
characteristics of Japan. Long before the introduction of general educa- 
tion the Japanese were great readers, when their very often scanty means 
enabled them to acquire the necessary knowledge. The Japanese classics 
had never been very rare or very expensive. As well, a modern literature 
was in the making. The Hachimonjiya bookshop at Osaka had published 
numerous contemporary novels, and you have only to consult the catalogue 
of publications of the time (called the Genroku) to realize the extent of 
this spread of literature. The Ukiyo-Zoshi, realistic tales of the manners 
of the time, included, for example, The Everlasting Storehouse of the 
Riches of Japan, in which Saikaku described the manners of the mer- 
chants, as well as erotic novels by the same author such as Five Women 
Who Loved Love; The Life of a Woman of Pleasure (which could also ђе 
called “The Sensual Enslavement of a Woman” or “The Greatness and 
Fall of a Courtesan”); the Life of a Woman Who Loved Pleasure, with its 
sequel The Life of a Man Who Loved Pleasure; Voluptuous Dances in the 
Floating World; and finally perhaps The Great Mirror of the Pleasures. 
These books were nearly always illustrated by lively and amusing draw- 
ings, as realistic as the text. In anticipation of more substantial pleasures, 
the imagination preoccupied with sex found in them choice material on 
which to feed. 

Utamaro, in his series Twelve Hours in the Green Houses mentioned 
by Edmond de Goncourt, and Suzuki Haronubu, in his album The Pretty 
Woman of Yoshiwara, make us appreciative of the decorative refinement 
of their costumes. Nearly always the dresses have a long train and, in 
the middle of love-making, billow around the lovers in the graceful 
curves that Japanese artists delighted in. 

Hyashi, the great merchant connoisseur who so ably advised Edmond 
de Goncourt in his studies of the prints, could in his description have 
made more of the harmonies and contrasts obtained by wearing kimonos. 
Thus sea-green blends with brick-red below or with gold damask; and 
how well white goes with black, matt with glossy, forming a harmony 
of subtle variations. Edmond de Goncourt noted with discernment the 
shading off of the mauves, violets, and blues; and the variety of reds and 
greens, sometimes heightened by silver. 

The woven, embroidered, or painted background is derived from 
Japanese asymmetry and clever stylization akin to abstract art. In it 
will be found all the variations possible on the classical themes and 
symbols, renewed each time by the creative talent of the artist: flights of 
cranes, sparrows, and swallows; interlacing branches and leaves; Chinese 
calligraphy; plants and flowers according to the season—weeping willows, 
pines, plum and cherry blossom, peonies, irises, wisteria, wild grasses, 
lotuses, and water lentisks. 

How far removed we are as we view these scenes from the hasty ill- 
considered ideas about the reserved districts and the prostitutes we may 
form in Europe! The pleasures of the flesh in Japan are never divorced 
from the pleasures of sound, perfume, and colour. It should be no 
surprise to anyone that the great Japanese artists from the 17th century 
to the beginning of the 19th should have been interested in the special 
world of the reserved districts and have all painted or engraved shunga, 
the Pictures of Spring. 

OH 
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FELIKS TOPOLSKI - the magnetic pole 


His studio is curled under an arch of the viaduct in Waterloo Bridge 
like an anchovy ina tin. A bird’s eye view discloses a mass disarray 
of chronicles, etchings, murals, printing presses—the vital churning 
of one of the most popular painters of our time. At the age of 56, he 
is married to an English ex-actress and has two children, a boy at 
Oxford and a daughter who hopes to enter the same hallowed halls. 
The two sides of his personality are summed up in the two vehicles 
he drives, a Jeep and a Bentley. 

Feliks Topolski is a husky, grey-haired squirrel with small restless 
blue eyes that pierce around him with an air of not so much seeing 
as locating and dissecting future subjects. Transplanted from his 
native Poland in 1935 his reputation catapulted, characterizing and 
caricaturing the profiles of Ghandi and Churchill, Presley and 
Kruschev, President Johnson and George Bernard Shaw, as well 
as Prince Philip, who is currently being canvased. The Carlton 
Tower Hotel has so many of his murals that one walk through 
manifests its main function as a topical Topolski museum first and 
a hotel second. 
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His 100 ft. mural of the Coronation snakes around the walls of 
Buckingham Palace, a tumble of shapes, forms, and colours that 
immortalize the subject as well as the artist. You might call him a 
discloser of huge dreams, which unfold the tangle and tidal churn 
of the multitudes in their anger-swept cavalcade. It is a tremendous 
dream and contains within itself, like all impossible dreams, its 
own balance of failure. 

He travels extensively to catch in his emotional net all the throes 
and cons of the world’s plight. These are recorded twice monthly 
in Topolski’s “Chronicles,” a must for sm-art lovers the world over. 
Topolski is dedicated to trapping the spirit and shape of our times 
timelessly. In his own fashion Topolski goes on trumpeting the 
great while pounding away continually on life’s hum-drum. 


SHEL TALMY - kudos in Orbit 


Back in America in the late ’30s there was a contingent of child 
prodigies that performed mental acrobatics with Maths, History, 
and Science on a weekly radio programme that had the whole 
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cotton-picking country mesmerized. They were called “The Quiz 
Kids.” After a little while they grew so obnoxious that the pro- 
gramme was dropped. As a natural course of events, the kids grew 
up and disappeared, like all kids. One of them, Shel Talmy, grew 
up into one of England’s whiz recording managers, the Man in 
fact, with the most zizz in the end of his needle. 

He is the creative force behind the spinning discs, the genie of 
the session. Shel’s kudos are cute and lucrative as hell. In four 
short years, his company, Orbit, has launched him into the rarified 
outer space of assured financial success. But then, it’s a young 
man's business; you run the full gamut while still а beardless youth. 
You make it, mob it and disappear before you are old enough to 
cry. ‚ 

Shel does the distorting for The Kinks, The Who, and several 
other groups that sound like The Which’and The What. You 
might say he is the King of cacophony. He’s knocked off six or seven 
gold records (he isn’t sure) each indicating a million sales, not to 
mention umpty-seven silver discs which do the same thing for 
LPs. 

Shel is up to his earlobes in the music biz and is very low- 


opinionated about his cohorts. He sees it for what it is, a jungle 
which if he doesn’t exploit, it would do the same to him. “To 
hell with idealism,” says Mr Talmy, “Pm in it for bread.” And 
his toast is buttered on both sides. 


In answer to the insinuations that his sounds are unnecessarily 
sex oriented for his teenage audience his retort was “each man 
hears a different drummer.” Yeah, yeah, yeah! 


Shel’s eyes have suffered from a hereditary complaint and for 
years he’s staved off blindness with desperate operations. They 
have worked, but his eyesight is in the region of 10/10 which makes 
him hard on passing pillars in restaurants. But if his sight is dimmer 
than it should be, his hearing isn’t, and that’s what really counts 
in a session. As for his vision, it is set on distant visions, dancing 
before the stars. His singers are all boys, he skips chick wailers. 
They are too many problems. Shel hath no fury like a woman 
scorned. If you want to know for whom those crazy sounds toll, 
they toll for thee, Shel, they toll for thee. 
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SANDY DECKER 


AN’S BEST FRIEND MAY BE HIS DOG, BUT THE ONLY FOUR-LEGGED LOVE OF ENTRANCING SANDY DECKER’S LIFE AT THE 

moment is a fleet filly who answers to the name of “Coffee.” One of Surrey’s comeliest champion riders, 19-year- 
old Guildford-born Sandy has spent the past year training her thoroughbred steed and trotting off with many of the 
top honours at local horse shows. “Despite what the papers say,” our charming D.J. (dish jockey) reports, “there 
isn't an awful lot of money to be made at these shows. But if one maintains a consistently high standard of riding, 
there's always the hope of receiving a very attractive offer from one of the leading breeders to train and ride their horses. 
That's what I’m aiming at, eventually.” When Sandy isn’t busy earning the H.P. (horse-purchase) payments on “Coffee,” 
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by working as а part-time model for а hair-stylist, she is usually 
to be found dancing her stiffness away at the Ad-Lib and other 
London discotheques. “I'm really enthusiastic about the latest 
routines: The Mashed Potato, The Squeeze, The Frug— you 
name it, I’ve danced it.” When the time comes for Sandy to 
trade the bridle path for a bridal path, she says that the man 
who conquers her will most likely be “dedicated to horses and 
the outdoor life. He doesn’t have to be especially handsome— 
not in the Hollywood sense, anyway—but there's one thing I do 
demand of a man; he must be completely masculine. 1 don't 
go for long-haired, pretty boys, and I don't dig the slender look. 
A man should be a man; good, strong shoulders, decisive in his 
views and opinions, willing to take command of a situation. 
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What I don’t like is hypocrisy and puritan- 
ism; boy-girl relationships should be natural, 
and sex should be something which two 


people in love share rather than force upon 
one another. It never has been and is never 
likely to be just a sport in my book.” 
Well, there's a good incentive to non- 
sporting chance, and chances are that sports 
everywhere will appreciate Запду 5 stand— 
from one point of view or another, that is. 


llustration/ Tony Common 


HOMOSEXUALITY 


There are ир to 100 million male homosexuals in the world today—at least 24 million of these live in Britain. How natural is ` 
this condition, and what is the special role of the homosexual in society today 2 


by Alan Hull Walton 


OME WEEKS AGO 1 CONTRIBUTED TO A BROADCAST 
mon homosexuality. The opening had been 
recorded in a Manchester pub, presumably to 


. Si present the views of the unlettered, the un- 

We educated, and the downright ignorant and 
> unthinking section of the public. Judging by 
| FS accent, articulation, and background noise, I 
should say that the house in question was working-class (yet 
‚unrepresentative of this excellent section of the community), and 


the protagonists rather worse than philistine, rather worse than 
moronic. To the question: “What do you think of homosexuals?”, 


one heard such replies as: “Filthy beasts!”, “Well, they're un- · 


natural, aren’t they?”, “Should be castrated without an anaes- 
thetic!”, “Filthy men performing a filthy act—they’re supposed to 
be ill, but they’re not!”, “Dressing up a thing called sodomy— 
it’s revolting, and those are my feelings!” 

Yet even intelligent men can express not dissimilar opinions. 
Viscount Montgomery of Alamein, during a recent Lords’ debate, 
expressed his opinion that homosexuality was “the most abominable 
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(as we seem to be, in “рор” music, etc. . 


bestiality that any human can take part in.” (This, and the 
immediately following opinions, are taken from a report published 
in the Daily Mail for June 22, 1965.) Lord Rathcaven, commenting 


.on learned studies of the sübject—and one can only suppose that 


he was referring to such carefully weighed opinions as those of 
Havelock Ellis, Wilhelm Stekel, Edward Carpenter, and the 


_ Wolfenden Committee itself—expressed the view that “there аге 


some occasions in this world when learned reports by learned people 
do. not represent the real feelings of the mass of people of the 
country. I believe that this is the position here.” Lord Soper, with 
his usual balance and intelligence, and his usual praiseworthy lack 
of emotion, declared that “It is not our business to follow public 
opinion, but to seek to lead it in the light of what we believe to be 
the Christian principle.” 

A better answer would be impossible to conceive; for were we 
to be ruled in all things by the tastes and opinions of the masses 
.), then the world would 
be in a very sorry state. The truth is that we must look at the 
subject dispassionately, impersonally, and with detachment. And 
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this, even in face of a tendency to be revolted by some aspects 
which may be uncovered during the process. If we do so, we shall 
find that the initial horror with which the phenomenon 15 viewed, 
results entirely from psychological conditioning— which, in its turn, 
receives its stimulus from a variety of: ancient taboos, and the mis- 
translation of a word occurring in the Old Testament. And, before 
we go any further, let us say here that we are speaking only of male 
homosexuality, for female homosexuality (or lesbianism) is not a 
crime in law—incongruous as such a situation may seem, under the 
circumstances. 

The mistranslation of a word in the Old Testament, referred to 
above, appears in the story of Lot and the destruction of Sodom 
(Genesis). The Rev Derrick Sherwin Bailey has discussed the 
matter at length in Homosexuality and the Western Christian 


Tradition, and more briefly in an essay included in the symposium ` 


They Stand Apart, edited by Judge Tudor Rees (Heinemann, 1955). 
Here, from his essay, are two short quotations showing that the sin 
of Sodom was not homosexuality, but pride, prosperous ease, and, 
above all, inhospitality: 

“Careful investigation fails to substantiate the venerable belief 
that Sodom was destroyed because its inhabitants were inordinately 
addicted to male homosexual practices... . . It is generally held 
that the Genesis narrative itself affords sufficient proof of the 
Sodomites’ yicious proclivities, since there can be no other satis- 
factory explanation of their demand: “Bring [the men] out unto us, 
that we may know them.” The interpretation rests upon the fact 
that the verb “to know” (yadha') can also mean “о engage in 
coitus’—but is that its connotation here? Three points tell against 
it: although yadha' is a common verb, its use in a сона! sense 15 
exceptional; when employed in this sense, its reference is always 
heterosexual, and not homosexual—indeed, the very possibility of 
‘knowing’ in this way depends upon sexual differentiation and com- 
plementation, and can only occur between man and woman; and 
the Sodom story can be expounded no less convincingly by 
taking yadha’ in its normal sense. Thus the Sodomites” demand is 
simply for the production of the men, in order that they may 
become acquainted with them—probably with the object of.investi- 
gating their bona fides, since Lot may have exceeded his rights as 
a tolerated alien in admitting strangers to the city. . . . 

“Turning now to the external evidence, we find confirmation 
from other biblical allusions to Sodom that its sin was not regarded 
as homosexual. Ezekiel sums up the Old Testament conception of 
the wickedness of Sodom in the words, “pride, fullness of bread, 


‘and prosperous ease’; and in ће Apocrypha, Ben Sirach and the 


author of The Wisdom of Solomon denounce the Sodomites for 


‘their folly, arrogance towards God, and inhospitality. The Rab- 


binical writers likewise substantially uphold the witness of Scripture, 
and we learn from the Talmud that the appellation “a man of 
Sodom” was commonly bestowed upon any person who behaved 
like a dog-in-the-manger. On the other hand, it is no less significant 
that попе оё the passages in the Bible condemning homosexual 
practices refers to Sodom or to its destruction—a strange omission 
indeed, if it was generally believed at the time that the overthrow 
of the city and its neighbours was a Divine judgment upon 
sodomists. . . .” 

The homosexual interpretation of the “sin of Sodom”” was only 
clearly defined very much later, more especially in the writings of 
Josephus and Philo—and there is good reason for believing that 
this unwarranted reinterpretation was inspired in Pharisaic groups 
by an utter disápproval of the Greek way of life. As Edward 
Westermarck has shown, these later writers and their followers 
intimately associated homosexual practices with the most serious 
of all sins—unbelief, idolatry, and heresy. Thus the Hebrews’ 
abhorrence of sodomy may clearly be ascribed to their hatred of a 
foreign cult. Similarly, in Christian times, heretics have frequently 


“(and often without any justification) been accused of sodomy, and 


homosexuals have equally frequently been accused of heresy, 
despite the fact that many of them have been Christians of unusually 


fervid devotion. (See Westermarck: Origin and Development of the. 


Moral Ideas, Macmillan.) 
When we come to the New Testament we find ño special utter- 
ances on the part of Jesus revealing his attitudes either to the 
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problems of heterosexuality, or those of homosexuality. Regarding 
the latter, in fact, he says nothing. “This is only to be expected,” 
says Rom Landau (Sex, Life and Faith, Faber), “in a man. who is 
a supreme realist, conscious of the oneness of life, and free from 
any of the complexes and phobias from which lesser men suffer. 
It is never the healthy, well-balanced, happy man who raves against 
sinfulness of sex; but the man who, owing to some psychological 
kink, is unable to view the problem. dispassionately. From the: 
general tone of His pronouncements we can only deduce -that 
Jesus did not consider sexual sin to be worse than any other sin. 
He was far more outspoken in His condemnation of intolerance, 
covetousness, the accumulation of wealth, and hypocrisy.” Reading 
between the lines, as it were, and remembering that “in my Father's 
house are many mansions,” it seems to me that neither hetero- 
sexuality nor homosexuality were shameful in the eyes of Jesus. 
It was neither sex nor the direction of the sexuality which mattered, 
but what one did with them. Aldous Huxley, in an Appendix to 
The Devils of Loudun, has shown how there can be either an upward 
or a downward self-transcendence through sex, and how it is only 
the downward self-transcendence which is to be condemned. 


Thus, to quote Rom Landau once again, “it follows from the 
whole attitude of Jesus to the problem of sex that He condemns it 
only when it becomes a source of evil... .” And, as we shall see 
later, homosexual love is no more a source of evil than its hetero- 
sexual counterpart. 


St Paul, outstanding as an evangelist, and of ШП intellect, 
was, nevertheless, as William James has pointed out (The Varieties 
of Religious Experience) a fanatic and a neurotic, and did much (as 
Havelock Ellis has shown in Affirmations) to corrupt and distort the 
beautiful and simple teachings of his Master. So that much of the 
Christian condemnation of the homosexual stems neither from the 
Old Testament nor the Gospels, but from Josephus, Philo, the 


` Pharisaic and pseudepigraphical writers, and Paul's famous utter- ` 


ances in Corinthians. 

This mention of homosexuality in connection with the Bible only 
goes to prove how ancient the preference is. It would seem, in fact, 
to recede beyond recorded history; and is, moreover, equally 
prevalent in the animal, insect, and bird kingdoms, as in the human. 
Those who are interested in these aspects can find them discussed 
in Havelock Ellis (Studies in the Psychology of Sex—complete 
edition), Remy de Gourmont (The Pearl Philosophy of Love), and 
André Gide (Corydon). 

Here are some extracts from what Ellis has to say: “It has been 
found by Muccioli, an Italian authority on pigeons, that among 
Belgian carrier-pigeons inverted practices may occur, even in the 
presence of many of the other sex. .This seems to be true inversion. 

In the Berlin Zoological Gardens also, it has been noticed 
that two birds of the säme sex will occasionally become attached 
to each other and remain so in spite of repeated advances from 
individuals of the opposite sex. This occurred, for instance, in the 
case of two males of the Egyptian goose who were thus to all 
appearance paired, and always kept together, vigorously driving 
away any female that approached. Similarly a male Australian 
sheldrake was paired to a male of another species. . .. Traces of 
homosexual practices, sometimes on a large scale, have been found 
among all the great divisions of the human race. It would be 
possible to collect a considerable body of evidence under this head. 

. Even in very early history, it is possible to find traces of homo- 
sexuality, with or without an implied disapproval: Its existence in 
Assyria and Babylonia is indicated by the Codex Hamurabi and 
by inscriptions which do not on the whole refer to it favourably. 
As regards Egypt we learn from a Fayum papyrus, found by 
Flinders Petrie, translated by Griffiths, and discussed by Oefele, 
that more than four thousand years ago homosexual practices were 
so “ancient that they were attributed to the gods Horus and Set. 
The Egyptians showed great admiration of masculine beauty, and 
it would seem that they never regarded homosexuality as punish- 
able, or even reprehensible. . . . 

“One might be tempted to expect that homosexual practices 
would: be encouraged whenever it was necessary to keep down the 
population. Aristotle says it was allowed by law in Crete for this 


end. And Professor Haddon tells me that at Torres Straits a native 
advocated sodomy on this ground. ... The homosexual tendency 
appears to have flourished chiefly among warriors and warlike 
peoples. During war and the separation from women that war 
involves, the homosexual instinct tends to develop; it flourished, 
for instance, among the Carthaginians and among the Normans, 
as well as among the warlike Dorians, Scythians, Tartars, and 
Celts, and, when there has been an absence of any strong moral 
feeling against it, the instinct has been cultivated and idealized as a 
military virtue, partly because it counteracts the longing for the 
softening feminine influences of the home and partly because it 
seems to have an inspiring influence in promoting heroism and 
heightening esprit de corps. In the lament of David over Jonathan 
we have a picture of intimate friendship—‘passing the love of 
women’—between comrades in arms among a barbarous, warlike 
race. There is nothing to show that such a relationship was sexual, 
but among warriors in New Caledonia friendships that were 
undoubtedly homosexual were recognized and regulated; the 
fraternity of arms, according’ to Foley, complicated with pederasty, 
was more sacred than uterine fraternity. We have, moreover, a 
recent example of the same relationships recognized in a modern 
European race—the Albanians.” 

` Taking a brief glance through modern history we find many 
hundreds of names of distinguished homosexuals who have un- 
doubtedly made important contributions to the art and civilization 
of mankind. Mentioning only a few, we find Leonardo da Vinci 
(whose portrait of the Mona Lisa is said to be that of a young man 
disguised as a woman—hence the enigmatic smile), Michael-Angelo 


(whose female nudes are all masculine torsos with the feminine 


breasts grafted on to them), Christopher Marlowe and countless 
other Elizabethans (not excluding Sir Francis Bacon and the 
celebrated intellectual circle of Sir Walter Raleigh), Shakespeare 
himself (who was probably bisexual), several English kings, from 
William Rufus on, Byron (see Wilson Knight: Lord Byron’s Marriage, 
Routledge), Gide, Verlaine, Wilde, Barnfield (a poet of high lyric 
` quality), Tschaikovsky (his brother, and his nephew), Proust, 
Winckelmann, Alexander the Great, Pindar, Catullus, and count- 
less others. Even Goethe and Wagner, during portions of their 
lives, remain suspect; as does Cellini. The list is endless, and can 
be complemented from many reliable sources, including Pisanus 

Fraxi’s three monumental bibliographies, headed by the Index 

Librorum Prohibitorum. Sir Richard Burton, too, in the unexpur- 
gated tenth volume of his translation from the Arabian Nights, 
, gives much curious information. 

The situation remains similar today, when a large number of 
socially, culturally, and academically approved and applauded men 
of the highest distinction and moral calibre remain homosexually 
orientated. Such men contribute of their utmost to the benefit and 
welfare of humanity; but one cannot, unfortunately, mention names. 
They include top-ranking surgeons, general medical practitioners, 
poets, artists, musicians, composers, actors, writers, statesmen, and 
politicians; not in one country only, but throughout the world. 
And, in even greater numbers, we find the same sexual preference 
amongst designers, hairdressers, dancers, workmen of every kind, 
labourers, boxers, and miners. No race, colour, or class is exempt. 
What remains perhaps significant is the fact that even amongst the 
lower social classes, and amongst the less educated segments of the 
population (which, after all, are the largest), one tends to find that 
the level of intelligence of the homosexual is not infrequently above 
the average; and, contrary to public opinion, his moral attitudes 
more highly developed. 1 say this neither loosely nor carelessly, 
but after more than 30 years investigation of the subject at a very 
privileged socio-medical level. 

Reports on the incidence of the phenomenon vary, but one can 
safely say that, considering the variations, or, rather, increases in 
population levels, it has remained fairly constant throughout history. 
Claims that the preference is on the increase are extremely mis- 
leading. For any increase is only an apparent increase, due entirely 
to the fact that world populations have expanded continuously for 
several centuries (due to advances in medicine, hygiene, nutrition, 
social welfare, etc.), and enormously since the beginning of the 
present century. And it is only natural that, as the general popu- 


lation increases, so does the homosexual population (both male 
and female.) 

Which brings us to the question of statistics. How many homo- 
sexuals are there in our country? А reasonable estimate would be 
something in the region of two-and-a-half million. This figure is 
backed by the most reliable and unprejudiced majority amongst 
serious workers in this region of human manifestation. The figure 
of half-a-million presented by the Wolfenden committee 15 certainly 
not accurate, and probably resulted from a desire to err rather on 
the side of conservatism than on the side of exaggeration. Kenneth 
Marlowe gives the following figures for the U.S.A. at the present 
time: “There are over 800,000 homosexuals in New York City 
alone. There are a quarter-of-a-million . . . in Los Angeles, and the 
same number in San Francisco; and at least half that number in 
Chicago and Miami. . . .” R. Е. L. Masters (The Homosexual 
Revolution, Belmont, New York), says that “there is no doubt 
that homosexuality is very widespread in England, Germany, 
France, Italy, Spain, Belgium, Holland, and the Scandinavian 
countries, Japan, and throughout the Middle East. In China there 
has always been a high incidence of homosexuality, though the 
Bamboo Curtain has largely sealed off information about such 
matters. Russia, harshly persecuting inverts since the Communists 
took over, has driven them underground to such an extent that it 
is quite impossible to guess at the present incidence of homo- 
sexuality in the Soviet Union. However, in the past there has 
probably been as much sex deviation of this kind in Russia as in 
other European nations. . . . The incidence of homosexuality in 
Britain (seems) to be . . . a little greater than that in the United 
States... . Taking into account past and present knowledge and 
speculation, one might hazard a guess that the present world 
population of males predominantly or exclusively homosexual 15 
somewhere between 50 and 100 millions. . . .” 

It is likely that if we were able to investigate the matter with 
accuracy we should find not dissimilar proportions in the animal 
kingdom. We should also remember that Kinsey’s figures, which 
are fairly watertight, reveal that approximately one in every three 
males has some not inconsiderable homosexual experience in his 
life—though this not to say that all such males remain permanently 
homosexual. Some become homosexual only for a period, and 
because of the absence of women... . 

But what are the causes of homosexuality? Many explanations 
have been advanced since the time of Krafft-Ebing and Hirschfeld, 
and they include the theories of congenital inversion, glandular 
imbalance, psychological causation, and the results of early en- 
vironment—including absence of the father and undue mother-love. 
Probably all these factors contribute to the condition in some cases, 
selected factors in others. But, considering every aspect in a detail 
which is quite impossible within the limits of a popular article such 
as the present, 1 am inclined to come to the conclusion. that true 
homosexuality is an inborn condition, and a natural опе—аѕ 
natural as heterosexuality. That is to say that it is лог a disease, 
not a sickness, not a perversion—though in a minority of un- 
balanced, neurotic, or moronic individuals it may possibly become 
one or all of these—just as can various facets of the sexual behaviour 
of heterosexuals. The tendency usually appears at a very early age, 
without encouragement or seduction; and investigation would seem 
to prove that attempts at seduction do not produce reaction unless 
the child or young man is already strongly orientated in this direc- 
tion. If the child is basically orientated in the heterosexual direction, 
then any experience of seduction in the opposite direction is speedily 
nullified. The idea that the activity we are discussing was un- 
natural and diabolical resulted from a Judeo-Pauline (and note that ` 
I say “Judeo-Pauline”, and not Judeo-Christian) and Church- 
Council interpretation ‘of the facts. The idea that it was a disease 
resulted from the fact that little was known about the condition 
except what was learned from the reports of police officers, doctors, 
prison officials, and psychiatrists. And it is most important never 
to forget that such commentators as these see only an infinitesimal 
fraction of a very considerable majority—that the circumstances 
which bring them into contact with such individuals are precisely 
those which will give the impression that such individuals are sick 
or diseased. A situation which is quite unreasonable; for, after all, 
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a doctor does not say that all heterosexuals are diseased simply 
because a small minority which he examines suffer from syphilis, 
or gout, or arthritis... . The truth is that only the sick or extra- 
ordinary homosexual comes under the notice of the psychiatrist or 
the police court; and the sick or extraordinary homosexual is no 
more representative of his fellows than is the sick or abnormal 
heterosexual. 


After very many years of very careful thought, the truth, as $1 see _ 


it, is as follows: (This 15, moreover, the opinion of a convinced and 
devout, if somewhat unorthodox Christian.) 1 firmly believe (and 
I have said this on the air, without any beating about the bush) 
that homosexuality and homosexual love are as natural and normal, 
and as much God-created and even God-desired, as is the more 
usual heterosexual form of love. 1 believe, moreover, that it is 
equally productive of the highest and best of which man is capable. 
The private opinions of such men as Havelock Ellis and Norman 
Haire agreed with my own, in that they accepted the phenomenon 
as quite natural and normal. God, as it were, created man and he 
created woman—but (and this is the important point) he created 
them with either heterosexual or homosexual inclinations, and for 
his own good purposes. Considering the preponderance of homo- 
sexuals amongst those engaged in the arts, literature, and amongst 
visionaries and those gifted with psychic faculties (etc., etc.), one 
inclines to the belief that such a view may well be the only sane 
one. The existence of the spiritual healing even of organic com- 
plaints cannot now be denied, and it may come as a surprise to 
many that not a few healers (and, in a different category, spiritual- 
istic mediums) are of the homosexual temperament—though this, 
for obvious reasons, would emphatically be denied by those 


involved. It seems, nevertheless, that inverts are often especially 


gifted with sensitivity of a specially psychic kind. And this has 
been noted throughout history. Here, for example, are a few all 
too brief extracts from observations made by Edward Carpenter 
(Intermediate Types Among Primitive Folk, Allen & Unwin): - 

“It is all very strange and difficult to understand. Indeed, if the 
facts were not so well-established and so overwhelmingly numerous, 
it would appear incredible to most of us nowadays that the con- 
ception of ‘sacredness’ or ‘consecration’ could be honestly con- 
nected, in the mind of any people, with the above things and 
persons. And yet it is obvious, when one sums up the whole 
matter, that . . . unusual powers of divination and prophecy were 
to be found in i homosexual folk, and those who adopted the said 
hybrid kind of life—a conviction moreover, so rooted and per- 
sistent, that it spread over the greater part of the world.” 

“15 any explanation, we may ask, of this strange and anomalous 
belief possible? Probably a complete explanation, in the present 
state of our knowledge, is not possible. ... On the other hand, the 
facts to be explained—namely, the connection of homosexuality 
with priesthood and divination—seem to be world-wide and 
universal. .. .” 

If, however (and in all humility), one may guess at one of the 
possibly most important reasons for the God-createdness of homo- 
sexuality, it would run somewhat as follows, and for the reasons 
given. We all know that the world, through the intervention of 
man and the successful (but by no means always desirable) worship 
of science, has become overpopulated; and is, in fact, becoming 
so rapidly overpopulated that, according to such authorities as Sir 
Julian Huxley, by the end of the century this insane reproduction 
of the human species will have resulted in a tragic deterioration of 
the standard of living, of space available (even for the individual!), 
of hygiene, health, and the availability of even the basic elements 
of nutrition. The present luxurious inebriation of the welfare 
state will, in fact, be short-lived, as is all such inebriation. . . . Not 
to mention the vastly increased possibilities of diabolical wars under 
such conditions (of which the prophecies in Revelations may be 
quite accurate, if somewhat poetic, predictions). . 

Considering all this it may well be that ено т has 
always been a natural and preordained means of assisting the 
maintenance of the population of the world at a comfortable level; 
as well as a means of extension for the sources of art, literature, 
poetry, music, philosophy, learning in general (though one must 
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admit that these are by no means always homosexual, or even 
predominantly homosexual in origin)—and even divination and 
healing. If this were a book, and not simply an article in a popular 
periodical like Penthouse, much documentation can be given in 
evidence of such a statement. 

In parenthesis it must be stressed that it is essential for contra- 


-ceptive methods to be exerted much .more widely, much more 


intensively than heretofore—especially in view of the fact that the 
world population explosion will have doubled its current and 
already frightening figure by the year A.D. 2000.. Only govern- 
ments and the Church can be of any real assistance here. And 
neither of them can afford to face, at some time in the not too far 
distant future, that dreadful and most shameful of all reproaches: 
“I was hungry, and thou didst not feed me... .” 

Be these things as they may, it is surely significant that the best 
intelligences and the most humane and Christian elements of the 
modern Church are in favour of the implementation of the 
Wolfenden proposals. Five Bishops recently signed a letter in the 
Times to this effect, and Canon Douglas Rhymes has said (No 
New Morality, Constable): 

“Should there be, in a Christian community, the passion and 
prejudice which there is in the discussion of this subject? Homo- 
sexuals are a minority group, but a considerable one, and they are 
a persecuted minority. . It has. always been the province of the 
Christian Church to concern itself with the problems of persecuted 
minorities. Should not compassion, understanding and concern 
be equally shown here? . .. Should we not be careful to under- 


` stand the difference between a criminal act and an act which some 


people may regard as immoral? There is no conceivable theological, 
practical, or equitable reason why the law should penalize a man 
for what a woman may do with impunity . ..! Ought we not to 
be working towards the kind of society in which we can learn to 
accept the homosexual so that he does not have to hide behind a 
mask? I had many poignant letters, many from homosexuals and 


` one from a woman who had herself been married for 20 years to a 


homosexual and who yet could write with great compassion. ... 
Is there any special reason why it should be impossible for a man 


‚to be able to say ‘I am a homosexual’ so that he may share the 


burden of his condition? Cannot society learn to accept that he 
may be unfortunate enough to have this nature, with its consequent 
deprivations of marriage and family, but that he may, nevertheless, 
be a decent individual with a high sense of personal relationships, 
and a great capacity for love? The visual image held by the public 
is so largely based upon the corrupt homosexual, but there are 
equally many corrupt heterosexuals, and one does not judge the 
good by the standards of the bad... .” 

This, of course, is the absolute truth (as well as the condemnation 


` of all individuals and authorities who refuse to look facts in the 


face). For one cannot judge the invert by police court ‚proceedings, 
any more than one can judge the heterosexual by similar affairs in 
the divorce or criminal court. The proportion. of corrupt and 
undesirable homosexuals is probably equivalent to that of corrupt 
and undesirable heterosexuals—who might well, in the long run, 
be shown to produce even slightly larger examples of depravity, 
promiscuity, seduction, and general nastiness than their homo- 
sexual brothers (and this, without mentioning sadism, fetichism of 
the most nauseous kind, and matters which would disgust even the 
most debased of inverts). 

At this point it also seems desirable to point out that it is usually 
impossible for the average person to pick out a homosexual from 
They present the same features, the same interests, 
are just as virile, follow the same occupations, and differ only in 
the direction of their sexual preference. Most people must know 
quite a number of inverts, even be intimately friendly with them, 
without ever suspecting that their friends are sexually orientated 
in a totally different direction. The traditional pansy type is not 
at all representative of the homosexual; and many so-called а 
are, in fact, not homosexual at all! 

And what about the behaviour of inverts? There are sani 
aspects which demand brief clarification. It is usually understood 
that they all indulge in the practice known as buggery (a form of 
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activity in which a considerable proportion of “normal” married 
couples indulge). But this is not in accordance with the known 
facts. A few, it is true, find this form of release attractive and not 
unaesthetic. Others find it abhorrent—most of them, in fact! 
Some indulge in fellatio (as do heterosexuals equally). But for 
most of them, for the vast majority, the usual form of relation is 
that of a prolonged and highly developed mutual masturbation. 
Which, considering that a man is much more likely to become 
proficient in this art than a woman, is not surprising. And, of 
course, solitary masturbation is no crime! Moreover, the Biblical 
sin of onanism was, strictly speaking, not masturbation, but with- 
drawal from the vagina—a totally different affair. . . . 

The complaint that inverts haunt public lavatories in order to 
seek contacts may be explained as a result of the present laws. 
Owing to the law anonymity is desired, is a necessity in many cases, 
and is inculcated by a quite natural fear. The clandestine, five- 
minute affair in the urinal guarantees this and more or less obviates 
blackmail, though not always robbery. The repeal of our inhuman 
and stupid law, and the permission for homosexual clubs such as 
are found in Holland and Denmark (and elsewhere, and which are 
all run on reputable and respectable lines) would vastly reduce, if 
not eliminate altogether the occurrence of such behaviour in public 
conveniences 

That homosexuals are a security risk per se is again a fallacy. 
Such security risks arise once more on the basis of the present law. 
Blackmail, and allied felonies, fear of loss of career and thus of 
income, are the causes of any unreliability which may be discovered 
in given inverts occupying positions which may leave them specially 
open to blackmail and similar forms of coercion. 

As for the grossly erroneous belief that homosexuals go around 
seducing or raping little boys, it is time that, once and for all, 
this inverted Lolita myth was completely demolished. Those men 
who suffer from such compulsions are not homosexuals, and 
cannot, even by a stretch of the imagination be described as such 
(for the homosexual always seeks the mature male). Such men are 
correctly known as individuals suffering from a condition known 
as psycho-sexual infantilism (William Stekel, the internationally 
celebrated Viennese psychiatrist, wrote a particularly interesting and 
illuminating book about it, and under this title). The acceptation 
of the Wolfenden proposals would not, of course, give any immunity 
to such people; who are, quite unlike the homosexual individual, 
labouring under a condition which may truly be described as diseased. 
It is important that the psychosexual infantile and the homosexual 
are not confused. Some such infantile types, of course, are 
addicted (that is the only word) to little girls—but one would no 
more confuse such activity with normal heterosexual behaviour than 
with homosexual behaviour. Those who care to investigate these 
matters at length will find that I have accurately, if concisely, 
summed up the situation here. 

Regarding the curability of the true homosexual condition, the 
best and most carefully informed observers have always agreed 
that such cure is impossible. Some psychiatrists, it is true, have 
claimed cures. Many of these may be doubted; and, as the late 
Norman Haire and other authorities have informed me, most 
so-called cures (if not all of them) eventually relapse. And this 
because the condition is лог a disease, and the attempted cure 
merely a misguided attempt to distort an already natural and 
normal personality, which differs from the majority only in its 
sexual preference—a preference which is legitimate and in the 
natural order for that particular individual and that particular 
personality. And here it might be mentioned that homosexuals 
rarely force their attentions upon unwilling individuals. Even if 
such circumstances do occur, a polite refusal is all that is necessary 
for one's immediate escape from any awkwardness. 

Summing up the desirability of attempted cure in a nutshell, we 
may ask, with Marcus Aurelius, why the emerald should not remain 
emerald? Why it should be thought a good thing to transform 
delphiniums into rose-trees or mutton into beef (or tea into coffee) — 
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when all are equally pleasant and beneficial. Which is what it 
comes down to, in the long run, for anyone with commonsense, 
intelligence, reasoning power, and, above all, Schweitzer’s Reverence 
for Life . . . which means “worship of God and all His creation.” 

And why, after all, this mad desire for conformity—a desire which 
Norman Mailer has so roundly and expertly condemned in his 
controversial and entertaining Advertisements for Myself (now 
available as a Panther paperback). If everything and everyone 
conformed, then the world would be a dreadful and deadly place 
without interest, without incentive or delight. For conformity may 
be equated with monotony, dullness, lack of inspiration, lack of 
progress, lack of life itself—and is certainly contrary to the Divine 
plan of unity in diversity and multiplicity. But perhaps only the 
mystic, only the truly religious man can grasp such profundities. . . . 

Finally, in examining the so-called problem of homosexuality, 
it is essential, if any sane and balanced opinion is to be reached, to 
ponder very carefully the words of Raymond de Becker, who has 
produced one of the most significant modern works on the subject. 
Considering the situation of the homosexual in our contemporary 
society, he says: ““we must consider, on the one side, the liberty 
which society should grant him; and, on the other, the responsi- 
bility which he himself should assume towards that society. The 
average man ought to learn that his sexual tendencies or preferences 
belong only to the average, and that there exist others, the con- 
structive or destructive nature of which depends to a large extent 
on his own attitude towards them—on his tolerance and respect for 
all that lives. He ought to admit that the emotions aroused by such 
attachments, the tenderness and love which they awaken, are 
universal, and not to be identified with the sordid image of homo- 
sexuality conjured up by the prejudiced. It cannot sufficiently be 
repeated that amongst homosexuals one finds the most virile men 
alongside the most effeminate, and that in their ranks are con- 
querors, sages, and men of genius, equally as much as social failures, 
decadents, the weakminded, and the foolish. And the average man 
ought also to learn that this orientation, which he finds so repugnant, 
has a potential existence in himself, and that certain unforeseen 
circumstances may lead him to succumb to it... .” Apropos of 
heroes and conquerors, what of T. E. Lawrence, surely a modern 
credit to Britain if ever there was one! 

There is an enormous, an incredibly vast literature on the subject 
which has been under discussion in this article. I must, myself, 
have gone through over a thousand volumes during my 30 years of 
research—and that by no means covers the entire output during 
the last 80 years! Therefore, to assist the reader who wishes quickly 
to cover the most important items, I append the following reading 
list, which covers all the best works on the subject: 

“The Homosexual Outlook” by Donald Webster Cory, London, 
Peter Nevill, 1953. “Sexual Inversion” by Havelock Ellis (still not 
superseded, and included in volume 2 of the complete four-volume 
edition of the “Studies in the Psychology of Sex,” Random House, 
New York). “The Homosexual Revolution” by R. E. L. Masters, 
New York, Belmont Books, 1964. “Towards a Quaker View of Sex,” 
edited by Alastair Heron, London, Friends Home Service Committee, 
Euston Road, N.W.1, 1963 (very important). “Intermediate Types 
Among Primitive Folk” by Edward Carpenter, London, Allen & 
Unwin, 1919.. Amongst reliable and well-written novels the first in 
importance is Mary Renault’s “The Charioteer,” Four-Square Books, 
London, 1963. For the more seamy side the reader should see Rodney 
Garland’s “The Heart in Exile,” London, W. Н. Allen, 1953 (and 
more recently as a paperback). An earlier, but impressive little 
volume is Reginald Underwood’s “Bachelor's Hall,” London, The 
Fortune Press, 1934 (and several reprints). And, finally, two very 
important volumes: “І? Erotisme d'en Face” by Raymond de Becker, 
Paris, Pauvert, 1964 (to be translated by the present author for 
publication in England), and Derrick Sherwin Bailey's “Homo- 
sexuality and the Western Christian Tradition,” London, Longmans, 
1955. Nor, of course, should one forget Peter Wildeblood’s “Against 
the Law” (Weidenfeld & Nicholson, London, 1955, and later as a 
Penguin reprint), and his “A Way of Life,” also published by Weiden- 
feld £ Nicholson, during 1956. 
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A Dream of Fair Women 


continued from page 25] when the fancy 
took them. 

Fancy took them, the following day, to 
an island whose waterfront seemed to have 
been built by the hands of children, with 
bricks of blue and peppermint-green and 
salt-white and sugar-pink. Great cochineal 
oleanders clothed the rocks, with cypress in 
black columns above them, with many vines 
and occasional vast mulberry trees dark with 
ripening fruit. 

They stayed at a little hotel some way 
along the coast, its wooden framework 
locked on a precipice, 50 feet above the sea. 
Vermilion strings of geranium and skeins of 
blue morning-glory twined everywhere on 
walls and fences. Musing donkeys, straddled 
by even more musing women, climbed the 
hot mountain road. The sea was vaporous 
with great heat and the white sand of the 
shore, though shaded here and there by vast 
brooding olives, scalded the feet of Miss 
Sumpter and himself as they ran down to 
swim. 

“How you know about these marvellous 
places I simply can’t think—.” 

“Ah! well. Experiences—.” 

He had in fact read all of it up in a travel 
magazine; he was great on travel magazines. 

“Shall we swim? Or shall we lie in the 
shade?” 

In the molten core of the white afternoon 
the shade of a big black-limbed olive seemed 
a blissful dark oasis. 

“Let's lie in the shade.” 

They lay together on the sand, eating 
mulberries they had gathered on the way to 
the зћоге. The mulberries were delicious 
and turned Miss Sumpter’s lips an urgent 
purple. He was glad to see that Miss 
Sumpter was wearing a white swim-suit. It 
seemed to heighten all the vestal nature of 
her body. He watched with mounting 
eagerness the rise and fall of her young 
breasts as she breathed and presently he 
started stroking the smooth bow of her 
shoulder. 

“Are you glad we came?” 

“Terribly.” 

As the gooseberry-green eyes gazed up at 
him with their own absorbed dreaminess he 
kissed her full on her empurpled lips, at the 
same time slipping one hand into the warm 
crook of her arm-pit. Soon they were 
locked together in restless torment. This, 
he thought, was paradise. This was greater 
than Mrs Fortescue. He felt 20 feet taller 
as his hand made gentle explorations of 
Miss Sumpter’s body and Miss Sumpter, in 
return, gave out frequent sighs, low and soft 
in appeal, that were somewhere between 
modest protest and exquisite acceptance. 

“Have you ever had an experience like 
this before?” 

“Never,” she said. “Have you?” 

“Well —” He was half-tempted to tell her 
of Mrs Fortescue and then said: “Not 
exactly. But every time I used to see you 


in the shop Га go home and imagine this 
was how it would be.” 

“You did? I didn't dream you thought 
about me like that—” 

“Oh, yes, for ages.” 

And to think, she said, that all the time 
she was thinking like that about him. 
His heart leapt as she told him this and he 
said: 

“You mean you thought of us lying here 
like this? Kissing. Perhaps even—you 
know—” 

“Lots and lots of times. Especially in bed 
at night.” 

A flaming desire to touch her even more 
intimately whipped through him fiercely and 
he slipped a hand under the curve of her 
breasts. She stirred restlessly and made an 
uneasy appeal: 

“Please. You mustn’t do that. 
not here. People will see—” 

“Nobody will see.” 

“But not now. Not here.” 

“Where then?” he said. Her body, 
though not so rich and mature as Mrs 
Fortescue’s, was far more exquisite. It was 
as soft and delicate as a rose and he wanted 
to bury himself deep in the heart of it. 
“Where then? When?” 

“There’s always a night, isn’t there?” she 
said. “You said we could swim at night.” 

When it was night he lay entwined with 
Miss Sumpter on the sand. Her breasts were 
golden in the moonlight and warm to his 
lips as he kissed them. The sea was glassy 
and calm. Farther down the bay, in the hot 
windless night, the lights of the little town 
quivered like so many fire-flies. 

He was about to come to the supreme 
moment of his companionship with Miss 
Sumpter when she suddenly gave a quick 
mischievous laugh and wriggled out of his 
arms and started to run for the sea. Even 
that was a pretty wonderful moment, he 
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thought—to see that white figure, half- 
naked, lightly dancing into the thin phos- 
phorescent line of little breaking waves. 

He laughed, too, and ran after her. No- 
where were the waves more than an inch 
or two in height and they broke like a 
lapping of warm milk on his feet. In 
breathless excitement he saw Miss Sumpter 
swimming fast out to sea and suddenly 
something made him shout. 

“Watch out! There are sharks!” 

She gave a cry as she heard this and turned 
at once and came swimming swiftly back. 

“You didn't mean that. You were just 
trying to frighten me.” 

“No, no, no!” He was quite serious. 
There were indeed sharks; he had read about 
them, too, in an article somewhere. “A man 
lost a leg only last year over in Corfu. In 
full view of people promenading—” 

“Oh! my goodness.” 

Miss Sumpter confessed to feeling a little 
sick. It was almost as if he had saved her 
life, she said. 

At this he felt 10 feet tall again and 
recklessly clasped Miss Sumpter in his 
arms, as if in splendid protection, thrusting 
his chest strongly against her bosom. To his 
delight she accepted this demonstration of 
male protectiveness with a great sigh, look- 
ing at him beseechingly with the soft 
gooseberry-green eyes. She was so thankful, 
she said. His concern for her safety had 
opened her eyes to the fact that he didn’t 
merely covet her for her body’s sake and all 
the complex desires and thrills that went 
with it. It wasn’t merely passion driving him 
on. He really loved her actual existence. 
He was really frightened she might be taken 
away. 

“Oh! you’re so nice,” she said. She 
looked with admiration at his figure, god- 
like in the moonlight. “So wonderful.” 

(continued overleaf) 
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He laughed and kissed her mouth, salty 
and wet from the sea. She looked such a 
glorious creature standing there half-naked 
in the moonlight, hair and face and shoulders 
still dripping with water, that he actually felt 
pretty god-like. By heaven, he was in great 
shape, he told himself. The stretching 
machine had done wonders. He could feel 
manhood pulsating through him like a brave 
hammer. The gleam of moonlight on his 
face might have been striking down on the 
brass of some tall and splendid helmet. 

“Let’s swim out together,” Miss Sumpter 
said. “I shan’t mind about the sharks if 
you swim with me.” 

“No,” he said. “Let's lie on the beach. 
Let’s just let the sea break over us. All 
night long.” 

In that brilliant and somehow solemn 


moonlight they were god and goddess lying _ 


side by side. Their bodies might have been 
made of gold and when at last another 
supreme moment arrived and Miss Sumpter 
leaned over to kiss him the young breast 
that touched his face was a golden apple 
beaded all over with the pearls of a divine 
and ancient sea. 

He opened his eyes and suddenly leapt up 
out of the deck-chair, all sweat, unable to 
bear it any longer. So real were the rays of 
Grecian moonlight, Miss Sumpter’s body, 
and the phosphorescence of the sea, that 
when he stared about him it was the back- 
garden that swayed, unreal in the afternoon 
sun. 

There was nothing for it, he told himself; 
he had to go round to the fruit shop. He 
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had somehow to see Miss Sumpter, perhaps 
even talk to her, before the brilliant reality 
of the dream faded away. It was incon- 
ceivable that that realistic episode could have 
failed to get through to her. 

Perhaps, he asked himself as he half-ran 
into the house, he ought to do another 10 
minutes on the stretching-machine before he 
went?—and then decided against it. It was 
clearly imperative to see her while the 
potency of the dream was so brilliant and so 
powerful. 

He paused to look at himself in the 
bathroom mirror, brushing his sweaty hair. 
He looked uncommonly pale and hot after 
all the exertions of making love with Miss 
Sumpter and his eyes had in them a moist 
and dilated glow. Several times he expanded 
his chest and tautened the muscles of his 
arms and once, just before departing for the 
shop, he stood immovably at attention, 
drawing up his figure to its full height. 

The fruit shop was crowded with cus- 
tomers. Miss Sumpter, lost in the heart of 
the crowd, was serving several pounds of 
onions to an elderly lady wearing a purple 
hat. The rustle of onion skins fell on his 
ears like the tormenting echo of many little 
waves breaking on a distant shore. 

“No hurry,” he said several times to other 
assistants. The lady in the purple hat was 
buying peas now, fussily cracking open a pod 
or two in order to test their tenderness. “No 
hurry. Thank you, ГЇЇ wait.” 

“Yes? What's for you, please?” 

It was the aloof, vestal Miss Sumpter, free 
at last. He stood impotently before her, 
trying desperately to feel god-like again, 
hardly able to look at her. Her face, with 
its lovely gooseberry-green eyes, swam 
mistily in a frame of bananas and flowers, 
apples and cucumbers, apricots and onions. 
As these dissolved even more mistily into a 
background of Grecian waves gently lapping 
under a golden moon Miss Sumpter said, 
rather tartly: 

“Well? We're awfully busy.” 

His whole body made a stammering effort 
at control and in the most ungod-like of 
voices he said: 

“A pound of apples, please.” 

“Jonathans? Cox’s? Cookers?” 

“Cox's.” 

It was the shortest word of the three but 
it seemed to take a whole aeon of time to 
pronounce it. 

“Something else?” 

“Bananas.” 

“How many would you like?” 

“Two pounds, please.” 

She was. immensely aloof, dreadfully 
distant. He was unable even to look at her 
hands, let alone the breast that had touched 
his face like a golden apple. She had become 
infinitely more than a stranger; she simply 
didn’t belong to his world. 

“Anything тоге?” 

“Well, I must just think.” 

He tried to think. His mind hovered like 
a cowering bat in a suspense of cavernous 
gloom. 

“Any celery today?” 


“Not today. Hasn’t started to come in. 
Hasn’t had a frost on it yet.” 

If there had been no frost on the celery 
there was a seering and darkening frost on 
the voice of Miss Sumpter. It seemed to cut 
down his stature by several inches. He 
stared helplessly this way and that and then 
said at last: 

“I think that’ll be all, then, thank you.” 

“Three and nine. Pay at the desk.” 

That final impersonal note wiped every 
remaining image of the dream from his 
mind. He wavered briefly on the point of 
departure and then in a courageously 
desperate moment decided there was some- 
thing else he wanted to ask for. 

“Do you happen to have mulberries at 
all?” 

She would surely, he thought, remember 
the mulberries. 

“Do we have what?” 

“Mulberries. You know—.” 

“Oh! mulberries. Yes. Three and six a 
tin.” 

“You don't have fresh ones?” 

“Didn’t know they ever came fresh.” 
She actually laughed, cutting him deeply, 
and turned away. 

“Yes, madam? Watercress?” 

Cooled and impotent, he went home to 
the back-garden and the deck-chair. He 
knew he never wanted to dream of Miss 
Sumpter again. She had crushed the dream 
under her feet like the shell of a snail. Her 
cold and impersonal nature wrapped him 
about like a fog. He started slowly to peel 
a banana and then shut his eyes in a grim and 
calculated effort to shut her image out. 

Presently he was dreaming instead of a 
girl named Shirley Chalmers, a typist, who 
worked in the office at the printing works. 
She, like Miss Sumpter and Mrs Fortescue, 
was rather taller than himself but she had, 
he was sure, both a nicer and more sym- 
pathetic nature. Her figure was very beauti- 
ful and her hair, which she wore rather long, 
was an exotic deep bluish-black, with a clear 
shine on it like that of ripe elderberries in 


‚September. 


He had a strange idea, too, that Miss 
Chalmers wore black underwear; he had 
once caught a brief glimpse of shadowy lace 
under the hem of her skirt as she ran 
upstairs, her legs meltingly seductive. For 
some reason he thought that girls who wore 
black underwear were exceptionally passion- 
ate. Warm, friendly blood, he was sure, 
flowed through Miss Chalmers’ veins. She 
was also, he felt certain, a person of great 
understanding. You could tell that by the 
fine depth of stillness in her eyes. 

She was just the sort of girl, he now 
decided, to take to Morocco. Ah! the 
bougainvilleas and the palms, the markets 
and the Casbah, the mystery, the heat and 
the mountains—what a wonderful thing it 
would be to have a companion like Miss 
Chalmers there, the exotic, passionate, 
understanding Miss Chalmers. 

He needed a companion like Miss 
Chalmers. He needed her very, very much. 
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continued from page 30] habits, attitudes, 
practices and general cultural idiosyncrasies 
are another kettle of fish entirely. 
Penthouse: In your book you have many 
allusions to the mystique of childhood and 
to the special significance of the child in all 
of us. Can you tell us a little about that? 
Alan Sherman: Well, in my opinion, we are 
all precisely the same people we were when 
we were 8 years old. The only difference 
being that we have older, decaying bodies. 
The people I trust the least are those who 
have most successfully hidden the child 
inside of them. 

Penthouse: The other day we were talking 
to a film producer who said substantially the 
same thing. He is about 50 and he maintains 
that there is a 16 or 17-year-old boy in all 
of us that never grows up and that’s why, 
particularly in his case, he’s continually 
attracted to girls of the same age. 

Alan Sherman: That sounds a bit like 
rationalizing his interests but I suppose there's 
a lot of truth in it. It’s around that age that 
one starts seriously to look at girls and I 
guess one never does find what one is looking 
for at 16 or 17. It’s very interesting but like 
everything else the rationale is restricted to 
the sex department. 


Penthouse: Going back to your book for a 
moment; in it, you talk about Harpo Marx’s 
last stage performance. Can you elaborate 
on that for us? 

Alan Sherman: Yes. Harpo and I were 
doing this show together in Pasadena Civic 
Auditorium, and as we were driving up to 
the theatre he decided that it would be his 
last performance. This incident forms the 
final chapter of my book, because I feel it 
symbolises the whole set-up of show busi- 
ness. I mean, after this really fabulous 
career of Harpo’s, there it was coming to an 
end in a little theatre in Pasadena. Luckily 
we had a full house that night and it turned 
out to be a good show. The occasion was 
reported all over the world, even the Russian 
newspapers carried it; and I’m very proud 
to have been there. 

Penthouse: What actually happened on- 
stage? 

Alan Sherman: Well, that was the fantastic 
thing. Harpo actually spoke for the first 
time ever on stage. A lot of people thought 
he was a deaf mute, you know. But there I 
was, standing on the stage, blubbering and 
crying with all my might because I had just 
told the audience that Harpo was retiring— 
anybody in their right mind would have 
been, I think—and my emotionalism had 
spread right throughout the audience, and 
they were all crying too, when Harpo 
suddenly waddled over to me, grabbed the 
microphone and said, “Alan, you're too 
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emotional!” Then he turned to face the 
audience and said one of the most beauti- 
fully funny things I’ve ever heard in my 
whole life: “Now, as I was about to say in 
1907 .. .” Just imagine that coming from 
a man who hadn’t spoken for 56 years. 
Penthouse: Fantastic. 

Alan Sherman: You bet. He received a 
standing ovation that lasted for all of 10 
minutes. The reason I knew he was retiring 
was he had left in my dressing-room between 
numbers a little note on brown wrapping 
paper that read: “Dear Alan, as I am 
retiring from show business tonight Га like 
to pass on to you a bit of advice that 
Bernard Baruch gave me when I was just 
starting. He said that to succeed in this game 
you must always remember these three 
things . . . Pd like to tell you what they are, 
Alan, but unfortunately I’ve forgotten all 
three. With great affection, Harpo.” 
Penthouse: I hope you’ve still got that piece 
of paper. 

Alan Sherman: You bet I до—Гуе got it 
encased in lucite. But that’s the way Harpo 
was. It was a simple but beautiful touch. 
I guess that’s what I meant when I was 
talking about childhood. He never learned 
to spell, for example, but he had this magic 
thing in him which made all of the normal 
accomplishments unimportant. He had the 
ability to see with wonder; the kind of 
ability that eliminates the need for LSD and 
marijuana and any of the other stimulants 
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because you can look and see what colour a 
thing is and see what colour a person is and 
hear a whole keyboard of things from inside 
a person. He had this wonderful gift and 
he could communicate it to others. He could 
listen to you and you were a better comedian 
or writer or singer or whatever you happened 
to be. Without ever having learned to spell, 
Harpo was an intimate of the biggest 
intellectuals of the 20% and 30° in the 
United States. And he was always sur- 
rounded by beautiful women and they loved 
him and chased him. He was a terrific 
swinger in his day, you know, and yet I have 
never heard a word about that man that 
wasn't beautiful. 

Penthouse: Didn't he die shortly after that 
last performance? 

Alan Sherman: He died last October, and 
had himself cremated, I hear, just to cheat 
Georgie Jessel out of the chance to make a 
speech. : 

Penthouse: What are your views on the 
“Negro Insurrection” in America, as 
Governor Brown puts it—do you think it 
might happen again? 

Alan Sherman: Yes, of course it'll happen. 
And it'll keep happening until these people 
are treated like human beings. What's more, 
I think it will keep happening all over the 
world. If somebody pushed me around for 
400 years I’m sure Га finally get up the 
courage to fight back. 

Penthouse: Recently one of the big London 
newspapers wrote an editorial on the subject 
which stated: “The very thing the negro 
lacks is not protective law, they are already 
getting this, but what they were doing was 
putting a gun at the head of the white man 
and saying ‘Give me love’.” 

Alan Sherman: “Give me love?” Well, 1 
suppose they meant it in the Biblical sense, 
denoting compassion. But in fact they might 
be doing more than that; they might be 
saying the law is all very well, but even that 
has its limitations. Like in Los Angeles a 
few months back; they must have thought 
it would be nice to have a law so they would 
get some of the possessions they would not 
normally get in a thousand years. So they 
passed the law themselves. 

Penthouse: Surely, though, the hostility in 
Los Angeles has been there a long time? 
Alan Sherman: Oh yes. There is a Negro 
actor—I’m sorry to say his name escapes me 
for the moment—anyhow, he appears in the 
film “Anna Lucasta,”” who believed that all 
the troubles and hostilities lie in the fact that 
every negro man born in America feels auto- 
matically emasculated. Maybe that's what 
your paper meant by “Give me love.” 
Penthouse: But do you think there is a 
serious danger of there being a Civil War 
over this Negro issue? 

Alan Sherman: No, I don’t think so. There 
are nuts on both sides, but I think the main 
body of people are sensible about it. 
Penthouse: But what about the tanks in the 
streets of Los Angeles; surely this could have 
led to something worse? 

Alan Sherman: I don’t think all those tanks 


were really necessary. Probably they only 
served some perverse publicity value; to help 
establish the fact that there exists no respon- 
sible negro leadership—that nobody will 
listen to Martin Luther King. 

Penthouse: So you think that this sort of 
riot could be avoided if the negro had a 
responsible leader, somebody of. great 
stature, in a strong governmental position, 
whom they could believe in? 

Alan Sherman: I don’t see why they should 
have to have a leader. I mean, no more 
than there should be a leader for the 
American Jews, or a leader for American 
Fat People. 

Penthouse: But say there was a negro Vice- 
President, for example. 

Alan Sherman: Well, that might not be so 
improbable. I was reading in a British 
papet the other day that Lyndon Johnson 
was’ grooming Arthur Goldberg for the 
Vice-Presidential nomination in 1972. 
Penthouse: That’s certainly a step in the 
right direction. 

Alan Sherman: Yes, and it'll be interesting 
to see which one we accept first: a Jew or a 
Negro. But so far, we haven’t even got a 
Negro Cabinet Officer, nor an appointed 
negro in a federal job. As a matter of fact, 
there was a big fuss about this question 
during the last election. 

Penthouse: Well, Alan, we have to break 
it off there. We hope that you’ve enjoyed 
your stay in London; you have a great 
following here and we're sure it'll become 
greater. 

Alan Sherman: I sure hope so. 

Penthouse: Do you have plans to return in 
the near future? 

Alan Sherman: I do, and I will, because I 
love it here; there is something peculiarly 
endearing about London. It reminds me of 
all the things I’ve ever read about it; you 
know, it’s like some back lot at M.G.M.— 
it really looks like London. There are times 
when I have been out for a walk through the 
streets here at night, and there is something 
strange about the way the streets are lit and 
are shaped, something eerie about the 
acoustics. You know those old movies, 
with Ronald Coleman and Nigel Bruce, 
when you see the Bobby walking down the 
street, and you hear the sound of his foot- 
steps as though they were in an echo 
chamber. Well, it really sounds like that. 
And there’s ground-up glass in the pave- 
ments that sparkles at night. But what I 
haven’t seen so far is the famous London fog. 
Penthouse: We'll be getting that pretty soon. 
It’s very thick, very cold, and very deadly. 
Alan Sherman: Maybe it is to some people, 
but I still want to see it for myself. 
Penthouse: Well, we'll get you a tin of 
London fog—they sell it now in Piccadilly— 
and you can take it back home with you. 
We’ve enjoyed meeting you, and look for- 
ward to seeing you again on your next trip. 
Alan Sherman: Thank you, I’m looking 
forward to coming. 
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